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THE MAN OF A THOUSAND LOVES 


I am the man of a thousand loves. 
A thousand loves have I; 

And all of my loves are white-winged doves, 
That into my soul would fly. 


I am the man of a thousand hopes 
My happy loves supply; 

And all of my hopes are silver ropes, 
That I climb to heaven by. 


I am the man of a thousand dreams 
On which my hopes rely; 

And all of my dreams have golden gleams, 
And each has a pretty sky. 


I am the man of a thousand hearts 


That sob a poet’s cry; 
And the rhythmical hearts are passionate parts 
Of a song that cannot die. 


I am the man of a thousand thoughts— 
Winged spirits soaring high; 
And each of my thoughts a poem lauds, 
And ends in a dreamy sigh. 
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THE MAN OF A THOUSAND LOVES 


I am the man of a thousand lives 
That only sweets espy; 

And all of my lives are honeyed hives, 
That the bees of thought supply. 


I am the man of a thousand friends 
Of tuneful memory; 

And each of them spends the delicate ends 
Of a brilliant day with me. 


I am the man of a thousand eyes, 
The eyes of poesy; 

And each of them lies in a paradise 
Of exquisite melody. 


I am the man of a thousand tears 
Of tender sympathy. 

And the lingering tears are crimson spheres 
In the heart of tragedy. 


I am the man of a thousand smiles 
Of merry witchery, 

And I dip my smiles like sun-kissed isles 
In laughter’s musical sea. 


I am the man of a thousand things 
Of joyous fantasy; 
And each of them brings on its quivering wings, 
The gift of prophecy. 
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THE MAN OF A THOUSAND LOVES 


And all of my gifts are magical words 
That sing sweet songs to me; 

And the sensitive words are caroling birds 
In the garden of imagery. 


THERE IS BLOOM UPON THE ROSES 


There is bloom upon the roses, 
There is fragrance everywhere, 
And a tender world disposes 
Of my grief’s unuttered prayer. 


And I know the dead are nearer 
Than they ever were before, 

And their love to me is dearer 
Than the earthly love they bore. 


There are visions that possess me; 
There are hands that touch my soul; 
There are voices that caress me, 
And their words of love control. 


There are faces never fading; 
There are tidings swift and sure; 
There are messages pervading 
Realms where silent words endure. 


There are visions toward me turning 
That no hindrance can abide : 
There are hands that reach with yearning 
From across the Great Divide. 
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THERE IS BLOOM UPON THE ROSES 


And I know the dead are nearer 
Than they ever were before, 

And their love to me is dearer’ 
Than the earthly love they bore. 


REDEEMED 


She stood within the choir loft, 
Transfigured by the sunbeams, soft, 
And sang her wondrous song. 


The air was tremulous with praise, 
And sun and music’s blended rays, 
As moved her song along. 


She sang as never woman sang, 
Save when, with sorrow’s poignant pang, 
Emotion touched the chords. 


Her radiant body, and her voice, 
Held notes more sacred than of choice, 
And sanctified the words. 


For she had sinned, and in the song 
One felt the meaning of her wrong, 
And wept with pity’s grace. 


No sermon’s art could e’er impart 
A tithe of that which smote her heart, 
And glorified her face. 


REDEEMED 


Instead of doom, in chastened gloom, 
The hallowed music swept the room, 
And left a holy throng. 


And she who strayed and was afraid, 
Sang more as if her soul had prayed, 
And purified the song. 


And from her throat leaped one sad note, 
That shook the arches all remote— 
Her grief’s own echo, wild. 


Bereft of guile, down sunlit aisle, 
With phantom feet, and ghastly smile, 
Sin crept, a frightened child. 


CROWN HIM WITH A WREATH OF 
GOLD 


Does he smile when troubles come? 
Bear with grace his martyrdom? 
Does his sorrow make him bold? 
Crown him with a wreath of gold! 


Is he happy and content 

With whatever life has sent? 
With its lessons manifold? 

Crown him with a wreath of gold! 


Is his blood the red of hope? 
Of the kind with luck to cope? 
Does he faith in self uphold? 

. Crown him with a wreath of gold! 


Has he sinned and suffered, too? 
Has he learned forgiveness through 
All the errors that unfold? 

Crown him with a wreath of gold! 


Is he friendly, still, to those 

Who through poverty disclose 
Others’ friendship waxing cold? 
Crown him with a wreath of gold! 


CROWN HIM WITH A WREATH OF GOLD 


Is his word a bond for men 

Who return with faith again? 
Does he only hate withhold? 
Crown him with a wreath of gold! 


Does he thoughtfully assuage 

Griefs that come to gray-haired age? 
Is he kind to those grown old? 
Crown him with a wreath of gold! 


Does he share his joys, and say, 
“These are mine to give away?” 
Warm some other heart turned cold? 
Crown him with a wreath of gold! 


Does he stand for what is right? 
Is he fearless in his fight? 
Keeping his good name unsold? 
Crown him with a wreath of gold! 


Crown him with a wreath of gold, 
Whether he be young or old! 
He is of immortal mould! 

Crown him with a wreath of gold! 


THE GOSPEL OF EATING 


Oh, what shall we eat, and what shall we drink, 
Poet, philosopher, and all ye who think? 

’Tis a question for Nature—no slatternly jade— 
By what are ye stirred, and by what were ye made? 
Are ye irritable, nervous, high-strung and bold? 
Or phlegmatic, splenetic, bilious and cold? 

What like is your temper, and still more your soul? 
Neurotic, electric and hard to control? 

Or are you magnetic, and quite self-contained, 

Or asensitive soul that can scarce be restrained? 
Whichever you are, you must learn to choose food, 
As artists pick colors, or builders find wood. 


The will to be well, and the mind to eat right, 

Depend not alone on a man’s appetite. 

For eating to live, and not living to eat, 

Is philosophy, modern, and very discreet. 

The hydro-carbons, and carbo-hydrates 

Are pompous old words that the mind tolerates. 

A meaning most vital is theirs, understood— 

The fruits and vegetables—Nature’s blest food. 

For the former are born, and nourished in air, 

And bathed in the sunlight with polarized fare. 
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THE GOSPEL OF EATING 


Nutritional centres, electrical chains, 

Molecular movements, enlivening brains; 

The oxygen currents—a positive foree— 

Intended for those who are sluggish, perforce. 
Mixtures of sunbeams—what a riot they send 

Of messages, winged, that the mind may unbend! 
That the heavy, and ponderous visions of man 
May flash with alertness, and actuate plan. 
High-tensioned, agile, how these units in mould 
Dissolveinto transporting dreams rimmed with gold! 


But vegetable foods, with endurance strong, 
Show mineral base, both angular and long; 

With substance transfixed, also structure and will, 
They give to the body the strength to fulfill. 
Muscle, and bone, and sinew, and nerve 

Are furnished with matter well-meant to preserve. 
The exhilaration that lives in the fruit, 

The torpor of brain, is meant to refute. 

Vegetable foods for the over-wrought mind, 

The man, super-sensitive, soon learns to find. . 


Then what shall we eat, and what shall we drink? 
The thing Nature cherished to help us to think! 
The mind is not matter, but in houses of clay 
Must it dwell for a season to hold earthly sway. 
Then eat with some thought, nor the mind tyr- 
' -yanize; 
The man who is healthy, will eat to be wise! 
11 


THE WINDOWS OF GOLD 


‘How I wish I might go,”’ said a lad one day, 
‘“To the house with the windows of gold, 
To the house on the hill that is far, far away, 

And whose windows are fair to behold.” 


And sad was the heart of this dreamer of dreams 
As he looked at the house far away, 
For his eyes were aglow with the sun’s golden 
beams 
As they shone in its windows that day.. 


And oft in the night when kneeling to pray, 
The picture that dwelt in his dream, 

Was the light of that house so far, far away, 
The house with the windows agleam. 


So he journeyed one day to the house on the hill, 
As the sun sank in embers of gold, 

And he begged he might enter and view at his will 
The glories his dreams had foretold. 


When lo! not a gleam in its windows he saw, 
For the house it was barren and cold; 
But there in the valley, he noticed with awe, 
His own house with the windows of gold. 
12 


THE WINDOWS OF GOLD 


Enchantment is ever for things far away, 
That youth fills with its windows of gold; 
While the things we possess and seldom survey, 
Are the happiest things to behold. 


Dream not again, lad, of the windows of gold, 
Nor of things that others possess; 

But rather remember your own, and behold 
The things that were given to bless. 
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MY ONE BEST BET 


Dear Mother! In all of my wandering, 
No matter what fortune beset, 

I somehow was better for pondering 
That you were my one best bet. 


Whenever my luck turned against me, 
And nothing was left but regret, 

The thought of you made me more manly, 
For you were my one best bet. 


And when I was friendless and lonely, 
And thought I had reason to fret, 
The one to be counted on only, 
Was you, dear,—my one best bet. 


You taught me to play life’s game squarely; 
Forgiving and then to forget; 

To know that if treated unfairly, 
You’d still be my one best bet. 


And sharing success with another 
More needy than I, whom I met, 
You said would be proof to you, mother, 
That you’d been my one best bet. 
14 


MY ONE BEST BET 


When all of life’s winnings are clearest, 
And I shall have paid every debt, 

There still will be owing you, dearest, 
All thanks for my one best bet. 


If ever my sins are forgiven 

Through God and your prayers having met, 
I think I shall climb into heaven 

With you, dear,—my one best bet. 
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AND THEN I KNEW 


I once believed that I was soul; 

But even that must yield control. 

I sought to know from whence I came; 
But that was nothing more than name. 
I felt a kinship for my friend; 

But we were strangers to the end. 

I plucked a rose, and caught its breath; 
But that was nothing more than death. 
I saw my blood spurt crimson rain; 
But that was only needless pain. 

I felt my heart with love beat fast; 
But even that refused to last. 

I felt the thrill of thought most kind, 
And then I knew that I was Mind. 
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FATE 


Methinks I might have been no better thing 
If I had come to life with angel’s wing. 
Centuries are wrapped within my vagrant soul, 
Each a progression, each a written scroll. 

A seraph’s sphere is spotless and complete. 
Mine seeks to know why bitter forfeits sweet. 
My hope is of some fairer thing to be, 

That answers to the cry of destiny. 

I plead for life as my eternal right, 

That I may know that day succeeds the night. 
I ask no cherub’s ease and roundelay. 

The price of life I gladly, freely pay, 

So I may know my soul’s inheritance 

Is not this life’s unhappy dissonance. 
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THE LADY AND THE ROSE 


The rose, my lady, that you wear, 
It heard a whisper down the air. 
It heard, and then it understood, 
And in its daily habitude, 
Remembered, gladly, why it grew, 
That, only, it was meant for you. 


No whisper ever more divine, 

Could any rose-bud’s heart enshrine. 
It lived that only it might be 

Your happiness and eulogy. 

I wonder if it ever knew 

The source in which its whisper grew? 


And who, above its cradled face, 
Had kissed it with intent and place? 
And was it some sweet angel drest 
In garments of divinest guest, 

And breathing in its waiting heart 
A tender message to impart? 


My lady fair, the rose you wear 

Gave up its life that you might care. 

Think, as you breathe its odorous air, 
18 


THE LADY AND THE ROSE 


Before you place it ’gainst your hair, 
The sacrifice it gladly made 
To linger where the tresses braid, 


To make more beautiful your face, 
And figure, now complete with grace! 
A whisper, one day, came to me, 
And with the rarest melody 

It bade me grow, and falter not, 
Since for sweet love was I begot. 


Oh, lady fair, the rose you wear 
Heard the same whisper down the air, 
As came to me, one happy day, 

That with you always, I should stay. 
Come, take my heart that only grows 
For you, as did the crimson rose. 


For you it grew, and only you, 
The angel of its faultless view. 
You laid the whisper in its heart, 
And never will its song depart. 
It lived for this one happy day, 
To come to you as roses may. 


Divinely blest is rose or man 

That answers to love’s whispered plan, 
And gladly owns it paradise 

To be love’s perfect sacrifice. 
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THE BOOK 


Come, sit beside me, Margaret, 
And let me read the Book 

That substitutes for frown or fret 
A consecrated look. 


These many years it served us best 
When all things else had failed; 

And always it brought peace and rest 
When nothing else availed. 


There may be books that gratify 
With titles great and grand, 
But this alone can satisfy, 
And make us understand 


And there are books of wondrous view, 
Of lands we long to roam, 

But only this one takes us to 
The land of love and home. 


And in the books with titles odd, 
We read the things of men; 

But this one speaks to us of God; 
And bids us hope again. 


THE BOOK 


And even books of finished art 
Will soothe for one brief hour, 

But this one, somehow, grips the heart, 
And holds undying power. 


And in no other book than this 
Does heaven come so close, 
And fill us with contented bliss, 
And leave such deep repose. 


The secret, dearest, that it holds 
For every searching heart, 

And with sweet grace for each unfolds, 
Is of life’s better part. 


In stirring lines of famous bard, 
Or author of renown, 

His matchless words hold most regard, 
Who wore the thorn-wreathed crown. 


How like my heart the pages seem, 
With here and there a stain 

Of scarlet sins, that to redeem, 
He suffered bitter pain. 


I seem to see a bleeding hand 
Steal softly over the page 
To clean the record, lest it stand 
A grievous heritage. 
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THE BOOK 


There comes to me a sweet content, 
As when the night draws near, 
And with a touch so reverent, 
The day’s cares disappear. 


I feel the tears form like a mist 
That settles o’er the view, 

As when the clouds no more resist 
The soft air breaking through. 


Come, let us read it, dear today 
When youth is not our boast; 
For, now that we are old and gray, 

It seems to comfort most. 
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THE SONG OF THE SOUL 


uf 


Oh to be naked! 

My body? Yes, if need be. 

My Soul, more than all else. 

To beasIam. As small or as large as my Soul. 
To speak truth, and scorn man’s wrath. 

To laugh at convention. 

To rejoice at freedom. 

To be hated, as well as loved, for Truth’s sake. 
To care no more for reputation 

Than reputation cares for me. 

For he who worries about a reputation, 

Has a reputation to worry about. 


II 


To believe in all things. 

To defy nothing but wrong. 

To spring at the ivory throat of wrong, 

And strangle it with bleeding hands! 

To slay it in public or private. 

To let the blazing sandals of the feet of the Soul 
Burn every evil they tread upon. 

To know that every reformer’s life is an avatar. 
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THE SONG OF THE SOUL 


That reform is justifiable murder. 

That every reformer bears a cross. 

That the sword, and not the olive-branch, 

Is the symbol of regeneration. 

And that peace and harmony are its triumphs. 


III 


To dip into mysteries, 

Artlessly, candidly. 

To regard life as the Soul’s sacred trust. 

To know that every longing of the Soul is holy. 
That life, with the Soul predominant, 

Is a noble mosaic, a bewitching arabesque. 
To answer my mother’s call to my Soul 

My sweet mother, Earth, who loves me! 

To satisfy any desire I feel, 

So long as I bring happiness to some other. 
Not wanton waste of life, but holy use. 


IV 


To live as would a child, in its cradle, unashamed. 

For they who feel shame have not grown wise; 

They have lost the purity of innocence! 

To do whatsoever my Soul suggests, 

And do it openly. 

To know that Thought is greater than words.. 

That words are but the shining garments of 
Thought. 
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THH SONG OF THE SOUL 


To know that Thought creates. 

That it is greater than the thing it creates; 
That it creates Love; 

That it is higher than Love; 

That it is holier than Love; 

That Love is Thought’s first-born. 

Oh for the courage of Truth! 

For the courage of honesty! 

What beauteous nakedness in these! 


Vv 


Only man can blush. 

No other creature knows of shame. 

Why have we wandered so far away 
From simple honesty? 

Who taught us so much that is shameful? 
Or, is it only our vain imaginings? 

Yet, after all, God is not shocked 

At anything he sees. 

Or else, seeing, and feeling shame, 

He would not tolerate what he sees. 


VI 


To what extent shall I glory in my passions? 
I glory not at all. 
Nor do I reproach myself because of them. 
I glory in normality; | 
In strength, and natural desire. 
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THE SONG OF THE SOUL 


And when my soul calls on these, 

They shall answer, and not shame me. 
I believe in all that I am. 

I believe in more than I am. 

I believe in all that I should be, 
Because Nature and God believe in me, 
Therefore I am, 

And, therefore, have I confidence! 
Seeing I have been so honored, 

Shall I have less respect for myself than God? 
Shall I pervert and destroy? 

Nay, rather I will conserve. 

I will sacredly cherish. 

Then shall I rejoice in my abundance. 
I shall not know poverty. 


Vil 


What a conservator is God! 

And, yet, the abundance withal! 

The normal soul is ever rich. 

Poverty of soul, or of mind, or of body 
Is a crime. 

Nature punishes every crime. 

Her honesty forbids dishonesty. 

How merciful is nature! How just! 
Nature is very kind. 

‘Nature and I are happy friends. 
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THE SONG OF THE SOUL 


VIIl 


Now let me speak my mind to you. 

One assertion of yourself, and you are born. 
One fearless sentence, and you are strong. 
One battle with your darling vice, 

And you become a champion. 

A knowledge of one fragment of Truth, 
And you have entered heaven’s kingdom. 
One glance of purity at a human form, 

And you are saved. 

One cry to God, and the answer of the universe. 
One feast of true love, and hunger no more. 
He who strives for happiness is a fool. 

The wise man makes happiness for another. 


IX 


There is one forum to which all may go, 
And be heard—the Mind. 
One eager auditor—the Soul. 
One kind old servitor—the Body. 
There is more genius undiscovered, 
Than genius to discover. 
Not all of us shall have his song heard. 
Some, who only rehearse the song here, 
Shall sing it in triumph and honor 
In Music’s ultimate realms, 
Before all the great singers of Time, 
And before the King of Songs. 
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THE SONG OF THE SOUL 


The blackest murder is the killing 

Of the Soul’s aspirations! 

Ten thousand deaths do they inflict 
Who strangle the ambition of the Soul! 


x 


Let the drawn curtains of the House of the Soul 
Be parted. Others need the sight. 

How sensitive is the Soul! The tenderest dove 
Is an adventurer compared with it. 

The Soul can hear the violets grow! 

It can hear the throbbing heart of God! 

Who would scotch my Soul? 

Who would make me afraid of myself? 

Is a man ashamed when he bathes? 

Of what should he be ashamed? 

Not of what he bathes, 

But of what he does not bathe. 

Tears are the Soul’s baptism of cleansing. 


“Describe a smile, and you deserve immortality; 


The pleasure of a kiss, 

And you deserve them all; 

The value of a tear, 

And you have knowledge like unto God’s! 


XI 


‘Love is the sweetest, yet the saddest thing) 
.. The portal of the heart is emotion. 


THE SONG OF THE SOUL 


Motion and emotion are kin. 

I sob over colors as some men over music. 
Music is the highest expression of any art. 
All art resolves itself at last into music. 
All life seeks harmony. 
Love is the Soul’s exquisite vibrations, 
Slow or rapid, sad or gay. 

Love is the Soul at song. 

All sense must have feeling, focus, form. 
The highest form is harmony. 

The fine art of Life is to make 

Another Soul vibrate with a song of joy. 
Technique is as elastic as Mind. 
Perfection is as fixed as Divine Will. 

The azure is alive with motion. 

The Soul is most alive 

When stirred by emotion. 

The message is the thing! 


XII 


Oh to sing my song that is bursting my heart! 
To sing it, and let others sing it, too, 
- Until such time as their own songs 
Shall break the chrysalis that binds them, 
And, on the lightest-feathered wings, 
Go unto God who sings a deathless song. 
Who would not journey thus? 
And with my song liberated, 
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THE SONG OF THE SOUL 


Go sauntering on to willing ears, 

Enter in, and be at home, 

Because of kindred life. 

A vesper bell shall toll for the Soul. 

Oh, take me, you who love sincerity and truth! 

Take me, and embrace me. Kiss me! 

I am but a traveler from the sky. 

Home! Home! I journey to the only home I 
know. 

The only heaven that I care to know. 

There all is love. There all receive all. 

Suspicion cannot flourish there, 

Nor hate breathe one single gasp of life. 


XIII 


Let me begin to undress my Soul before you. . 
It is as pure as thought. 

It is as sweet as jessamine. 

It is as melancholy as sorrow. 

It is as merry as joy. » 

It is as clean as the running water 
In a cress-fringed brook. 

It is as warm as the human breath. 
It is as open as the eye. 

Yea, it is as clear, too. 

It is as tender as love. 

It is as yielding as the flesh. 

It is as modest as the dew. © 


THE SONG OF THE SOUL 


It is as chaste as falling snow. 

It is as true as the stars. 

It is as old as God, Himself. 

It is as young as life. 

It is as far removed from malice 

As is death itself. 

Lo, it lies white and waiting! 

Wating what? Waiting whom? 

Waiting expression; 

Waiting the one who can interpret it; 

Waiting the one who needs it; 

Waiting the eternal purpose for which it came. 

Who knows its throbbing tenderness? Who 
cares? 

Oh the pity of onlooking disinterestedness! 

Oh the pain of unrequited hope! 


XIV 


I stand in the presence of the Eternal! 

I am not afraid. He made me thus. 

He admits me to His sacred places. 

He scorns me not; 

Oh men, men, why have ye scorned? 

Lo, some day we shall be striding together 

Through the infinite worlds! 

And you? I shall be helping you to the heights 

That have been revealed to me through fearless 
thought. 
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THE SONG OF THE SOUL 


I will unlock for you the iron doors of Truth. 
You shall see all I see, 

And seeing, be no more afraid than I. 

And you will love me for my very nakedness, 
Just as you will love Truth. 

Oh, love me now! I hunger so. 


XV 


Let me be naked awhile before the holiest thing. 
For nothing can harm me, but myself. 
See, I am refreshed! 

The shower sends its silver arrows 

Into my warm flesh. 

I am not afraid. I am renewed. 

My Soul lives many lives. 

Each life a thought, each thought a life. 
I am but Thought. 

See, now, how you would revile! 

Revile me then. I shall hear you not. 

A sexual blunder would you make of me! 
Will God have need to breed thought 

In dying protoplasm? 

Thought is not born of flesh, 

And needs not flesh to live. 

It enters, only, into flesh as would light, 
Or more potent still, as love. 
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THE SONG OF THE SOUL 


XVI 


I pass into flesh. I am light. 

Oh, let me shine in the dark flesh of eagerness! 
Let me enter into the bosom of ignorance 

And split it with my golden radiance! 

The Soul’s dreams are titantic, not satanic. 

Let me kiss Truth once more! 

Let me taste the bliss of wedlock with Truth! 

I would breed thoughts, but not in flesh; 

For they would be but dead, and deadly things. 


XVII 


I would suffice for myself, 
And then for all who need me. 
I make no cross. It is already made for me. 
How gladly do I climb the Hill of the Skull 
To die for Truth, since Truth has lived for me! 
For death is but a passing phase of Life; 
A change of dress, a disrobing; 
A birth into the unborn again; 
A commencing where we ended; 
A starting where we stopped to rest; 
A crossroad of Eternity; 
A giving up of something, to possess all things. 
The ena of the unreal, the beginning of the real; 
Not cessation, but continuance; 
Not exit, but entrance; 
Not destruction, but life; 

33 


THE SONG OF THE SOUL 


How wise the plan of death! 

Death sanctifies everything; 

Forgives everything; understands everything. 
There is light in the darkest room. 

There is light in the blackest night. 

There is light in the tomb. 

There is hope in the darkest hour. 

There is hope in the blackest heart. 

There is hope in the dead. 

How rhapsodical is the Song of the Soul! 

It cannot bide restraint or measure. 
Sweeter than melody, loftier than harmony, 
It is music itself! 


XVIII 


Come, naked Soul, be never drest again. 
Go in unto God, more naked still, 

And fear no evil, for He knoweth none. 
Into His presence come, and talk of Life— 
Your life of broken song. 

What notes of joy He will supply! 

He will not rob me of my Soul. 

My Song, my Hope, nor destroy aught. 
He will share His matchless Home with me. 
And why not? 

Did he not grant me here a Palace 

In which to dwell, and shall I doubt 

The value of a Soul to Him 


THE SONG OF THE SOUL 


Who found it worthy of a first solicitude, 
And then a constant care? 
Would He deny me now, when face to face? 


XIX 


Alone with God! How shall I further speak? 
I seem to feel the hush of Time, 

The end of mortal things. 

A thrill, unknown before, possesses me. 
How near to God I seem! 

Some larger purpose holds my view. 

I thought to stay here, 

Resigned, contented, all alive. 

Oh bliss of fuller life! 

Oh the sublime gestures of the Soul! 
My nakedness to me is very sweet! 


xX 


Return me if thou wilt, O God, 

To earth, or commend me to 

Some other sphere if destiny speak so. 

I feel the thrill of an eternal plan. 

Lo, nothing is lost, not even Time that ceased! 
It was the marker, Truth required for this day. 
How sweet to be with Truth! 

And, yet, still sweeter is it to be Truth, itself! 
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ARIZONA 


Arizona! Arizona! 
Home of God, and Eden’s fauna! 
Climate woven out of sunbeams; 
Silver mountains gray with snow-gleams; 
Zephyrs soft as human touches; 
Every woman’s rank, a duchess; 
Atmosphere, a brooding spirit; 
Silence deep enough to hear it; 
Universal ether wreathing 
Everything that lives by breathing; 
Spirit-arms with love embracing, 
Through the gold and silver, lacing, 
Till we sink into the coma 
Of the air, and bloom’s aroma, 
And the happiness that fills us, 
Makes us care not if it kills us! 
Arizona! Arizona! 
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TELL ME 


Tell me, why are the old friends best, 
And why are the old friends few? 

Time marked them off with its flaming test, 
And death thinned them out of view. 


Tell me, why are the old friends kind, 
And ever the tenderest, too? 

Youth has no art, but an open mind, 
And its love is sincere and true. 


Tell me, why are the old friends dear, 
In memory sweet to the last? 

They helped with a smile, were touched by a tear, 
In the days of the tender past. 


Tell me, why are the old friends true, 
And loyal unto the end? 

They forget not the years when their joys were few, 
And the need of a faithful friend. 
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IMMORTAL 


IT have seen your canvased glories, 
And your marble statues rare, 

T have heard heart-thrilling stories, 
Witnessed deeds beyond compare; 
But there’s one scene where the starting 

Of the tears soon blinds the eyes, 
’T is a boy and mother parting 
Who each other idolize. 


With the sighs and tears forbidden 
That her face may wear a smile, 
And her anguish nobly hidden 
That his own she may beguile, 
These—a mother’s deep devotion, 
And a love that fills the skies, 
And a boy’s subdued emotion 
Will the scene immortalize! 


MY BESETTIN’ SIN 


I kin ’splain you what’s de trouble, 
Why I is so late agin. 

I was dancin’ twell de mo’nin’, 
Down at ’Liza’s whaih I bin. 

It was jes’ an ev’nin’ comp’ny; 
Nevah knowed twell I got in, 

W’en I foun’ de folks a-dancin’. 
Lan’! Dat’s my besettin’ sin. 


Mistah Johnsing played de fiddle— 
You should hyeah dat man, Miss Clay— 
Ain’t nobody in dis county 
Dat kin show him how to play. 
He jes’ made t’ings fa’ly trimble; 
An’ I wasn’t mo’ den in, 
W’en I noticed I was dancin’— 
Laws! My ol’ besettin’ sin. 


Now I knows you must be tiahed 
Waitin’ up fo’ me so late; 

But ef you’d ’a’ bin daih, missis, 
You'd ’a’ had de selfsame fate. 

I kin see dem crisscross figgers 
Wif de swingin’ pardners in, 
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MY BESETTIN’ SIN 


W’en my feet commenced a-flirtin’ 
Wif my ol’ besettin’ sin. 


Goodness, gracious! Don’t I knows it? 
Ain’t I tried my level bes’? 

’Tain’t no use to do no talkin’ 
W’en you feels like one possessed. 

I’s done prayed about dis mattah 
Ev’ry blessed time I kin. 

But dey’s somet’ing keeps a-sayin’, 
Now, dat’s yo’ besettin’ sin. 


Bless my soul! Dat ain’t no comfo’t. 
Dat’s as foolish as my feet. 

I don’ want to heah dat mentioned 
W’en I takes my shinin’ seat. 

What I wants to know right hyeah is 
In dis vale whaih I has bin, 

Ef de music’s right, who’s ’sponsible 
Fo’ my one besettin’sin? 


Ef I evah gits to Heaven— 
*Spect you think my chance is slim— 
I won’t promise you fo’ suttain 
Dat as long as I’ve a limb, 
An’ dey’s music playin’ sweetly, 
Dat I won’t go waltzin’ in. 
Fo’ de Lawd’ll have to ’scuse me; 
Dat’s my one besettin’ sin. ' 


NOW DAT’S WHAT I CALLS MUSIC 


W’en little Grace begins to play, 

Ain’t no mo’ work fo’ me dat day. 

Dat ol’ pianner fills de place 

Wif music sweet as huh white face. 

I loves to hyeah huh w’en she plays 

Dem ol’-time chunes of bygone days. 

My hea’t done cease to want to roam 

W’en hearin’ “‘Ol’ Kentucky Home.”’ 
Now dat’s what I calls music! 


An’ w’en she starts in soft an’ low, 
I knows what’s comin’—‘‘Ol’ Black Joe.” 
An’ den my hea’t it feels a-twitchin,’ 


An’ Heaven's-hyeah-in-dis ol’ kitchen. <o-u4 


I stands a-listenin’ at de do’ 
Untwell de tears draps on de flo’. 
An’ through de notes I hyeahs so plain, 
Dem angel voices in God’s lane. 
Now dat’s what I calls music! 


An’ w’en I’s homesick fo’ my own, 

An’ thinks how I’s been left alone, 

Somehow I thanks my Lawd and Giver, 

Fo’ ‘‘Down Upon de Suwanee River.” 
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NOW DAT’S WHAT I CALLS MUSIC 


Daih’s somepin’ in dat song, you know, 
Dat’s mo’ den words dat moves me so. 
I reckon all hearts late or soon 
Feels sorrow written in a chune. 

Ah, dat’s what I calls music! 


W’en ‘‘Home, Sweet Home,” I hyeahs huh play, 
I feels as ef ’t was time to pray. 
Fo’ dat’s de chune dat’s nearest right 
Fo’ makin’ black folks seem lak white. 
Daih’s sech a humbleness aroun’, 
I knows a home fo’ all is foun’; 
An’ dat His love fo’ me’s de same, 
Fo’ dis black mammy’s not to blame. 
Now dat’s what I calls music! 


But daih’s one chune, praise God fo’ it! 
Dat to my heart is closest knit. 
It’s “Way Down South in Dixie Lan’.”’ 
It lifts my feet, it moves my han’; 
It shakes dese ol’ bones through an’ through 
It gives a glimpse of Glory’s view. 
An’ den I shouts, an’ den I sings, 
Fo’ ‘‘Dixie”’ fa’ly gives me wings! 
Hi! Dat’s what I calls music! 


HALLELUJAH 


I’s a-travelin’ up to heaven, 
but it seems a long way off, 
While I totes my sins an’ burdens 
ovah roads dat’s mighty rough, 
Till I gits my wings o’ glory 
in de place o’ debil’s stuff. 
Hallelujah! 


Daih’s a blessin’ fo’ de singer 
dat de Lawd grows big and fat; 
But yo’ cain’t expect dat heaven’s 
; gwine to drap things down like dat, 
Ef yo’s doin’ any work heah 
dat yo’ cain’t be singin’ at. 
Hallelujah! 


An’ de folks who sets a-swingin’ 
in daih easy rockin’-chairs, 
Will be mortified to find dat 
easy seats is mighty scarce, 
’Ceptin’ fo’ de folks perspirin’ 
as dey climbed de golden stairs. 
Hallelujah! 


HALLELUJAH - 


An’ de tears dat am a-shinin’, 
dat yo’ ain’t got time to dry, 
Is de diamonds a-sparklin’ 
in de crowns dat crucify. 
Fo’ yo’s got to do yo’ moanin’ 
in dis vale befo’ yo’ die. 
Hallelujah! 


An’ daih ain’t no pride in heaven 
fo’ de t’ings on earth we do, 
Fo’ de Lawd don’ care fo’ hearin’ 
squeakin’ shoes we show off new. 
He jes’ waits tell we gits humble, 
an’ we makes de ol’ ones do. 
Hallelujah! 


When we enters into glory, 
we won’t need to care about 
Any clothes dat we’s a-wearin’, 
dat on earth so soon gives out; 
Angels’ wings is quite sufficient 
when our only work’s to shout 
Hallelujah! 


Ef I be as po’ as Lazarus, 
yet de stars dat’s in de sky, 
Is de bank account He’s keepin’ 
of my good deeds up on high, 
An’ I reckon I'll be noticed, 
when yo’ meets me, bye-and-bye. 
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HALLELUJAH 


An’ daih ain’t two kinds o’ heaven 
fo’ de white man an’ de black. 
Fo’ de Lawd don’ run no second-class 
upon de gospel-track. 
He don’ notice yo’ complexion. 
He jes’ asks, ‘‘ How does yo’ act?” 
Hallelujah! 


I ain’t sho ef God’s a white man 
. or a black man, aftah all, 
When I thinks of all de races 
dat He’s made sence Adam’s fall. 
But I knows dat Gabriel’s trumpet’s 
only gwine to make one call. 
Hallelujah! 


THE RAGMAN 


Rags! Anyoldrags! Hear the old ragman cry— 
This man with the bags, and the queer, searching 
eye. 


And why should he covet the rags he may scan? 
Does he still see some beauty, this funny old man? 


And what is the price he pays you for them— 
The seamless old rags, and those without hem? 


Is the ragman as poor as his merchandise looks? 
Does he gather his knowledge from rags, or from 
books? 


So great is his wisdom, he seems to foresee 
The value of rags. I wonder, do we? 


The ragman keeps busy, but only, because, 
Life furnishes rags with scarcely a pause. 


If fate is a ragman, and lives in the sky, 
I wonder if men are but rags when they die? 


And what does he do, this ragman of heaven, 
With the waste of the world that upward is driven? 
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THE RAGMAN 


And why does he gather these poor rags of men? 
Is he making a kingdom of gods that have been? 


For, fate is the ragman who gathers them in— 
These derelict humans tossed over by sin! 


_ And whochanged these men into rags of suchshame? 
Is there any one else who may carry the blame? 


This man with his bags, who lives in the sky, 
Does he only get busy whenever men die? 


Or, does he come seeking the rags every time 
Our garments grow shabby in sin and in crime? 


Will each of us turn into rags some day? 
Or only the many who wandered astray? 


But the ragman makes over the old rags again, 
Into beautiful patterns for pleasure of men. 


Is the ragman of fate, economist, too, 
To fashion them over that they may be new? 


Or, is there a spot where he hurls all the waste, 
A dumping-ground, only, for beings effaced? 


But everything else has a value, and frame, 
And nothing is lost that our God can reclaim. 
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THE RAGMAN 


Come, gather the rags, and sell them today, 
The rags of your failures, and get what you may. 


I fancy I see them turned into success, 
A garment of colors born out of distress. 


And so with your sorrows, why not sell these, too? 
If tears are not fruitful, then bid them adieu. 


Your fanciful fears! What a garment they weave, 
If you turn them to purpose where efforts achieve! 


And your sins! ah, yes, are the worst rags that 
fall; 
They weave into blessings by selling them all. 


They bear a great price, for the colors are gay, 
And the ragman of heaven can use them some way. 


Now, clean up the House of the Soul and be blest. 
Is there any good reason for rags to infest? 


The ragman is passing. He passes each day. 
Come, gather the rubbish. Be clean while you 
may. 


The ragman is fate, but you bring him to pass. 
There’s never a rag, but you make it, alas! 
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THE RAGMAN 


How eagerly commerce makes use of the waste 
That falls from the furnace or mill in its haste. 


And fortunes are wrung from the smallest of things 
That once were ignored, turning men into kings. 


Then, why not make use of the saddest of waste 
Our lives have produced in the fierceness of haste? 


How lavish seems God with His generous gifts 
Of sunshine, and rain, and the sea as it drifts. 


The cataract falling, as if to defy 
The mills that have made it a source of supply. 


The squandering space that embellishes night, 
To set a pale star, or a cluster of light. 


The myriad thoughts of the mind as they come, 
That genius may flash one lone spark from its 
dome. 


The years of our lives that must bring into play 
One deed that’s worth while, or one purposeful 
day. 


The sands of the desert, encircling some land 
To build up a nation, and help it withstand. 
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THE RAGMAN 


The deserts of poverty, skirting life’s plain, 
To fashion endurance, and help us attain. 


The fathomless seas, formed to give us the rain, 
When the narrowest lake, the clouds would sus- 
tain. 


The wide sea of knowledge to lend to the mind 
A handful of wisdom for light to the blind. 


The mountains protecting the clouds or a king 
To shelter an empire, or mists as they cling. 


The hardships of life are but mountains to climb, 
To reach to the summit with effort sublime. 


The unsparing sunshine that fills all the view, 
Is for one golden sunbeam to fall upon you. 


Oh, a prodigal waste, the world seems to be, 
But nothing is lost of whatever we see. 


And so may our lives, that go struggling in doubt, 
Find the value of rags that the soul tosses out. 


LOVE’S DREAMS 


Some meet love’s dreams when kissed by death, 
And some again in youth, 

But all have felt the quickening breath 
Of love’s undying truth. 


But oh, the longing for the one 
Who may not ever know 

The dreams arising one-by-one 
From out the long ago! 


Some love again who loved before 
In very tender rhyme; 

The dreams of some come never more 
Till out the reach of time. 


Some taste the bitterness of fate 
In every cup they drink; 

And some reach happiness too late 
To mend the broken link. 


And some grow old and fade away, 
And mingle with the dust; 

And some believe a better day 
Will come for those who trust. 
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LOVE’S DREAMS 


And some love on and never know 
Another’s broken heart; 

And some have dreams of long ago 
Till these again depart. 


And some forget who loved and cared, 
And never suffer pain; 

While others cherish unimpaired 
The love that dreams again. 


But oh, the longing for the one 
Who may not ever know 

The dreams arising one-by-one 
From out the long ago! 


I WOULD GROW ROSES 


I would grow roses in my soul, 
For you, dear, just for you. 

And kiss their sweetness, though they stole 
From me each pleasing hue. 


I’d have them bless you with their grace, 
And kiss you, often, dear. 

I’d have them ’gainst your pretty face, 
And always I’d be near. 


I’d have them breathe their perfume rare 
Upon your lips divine, 

And have them loiter in your hair, 
And with my heart entwine. 


I’d grow them, only, just for you, 
With one supreme desire, 

That passionately they should grow 
For you, dear, to admire. 


And so I grow my roses, dear, 

_ And kiss them off to you, 

And drink from each a little tear— 
My heart’s own nursing dew. 
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THE REEF OF NORMAN’S WOE 


O the Reef of Norman’s Woe is grim 
As the angry sea rides in, 

And the slow, sad wail of a funeral hymn 
Arises above the din. 


O the Reef of Norman’s Woe is green, 
And the rocks are like a mound, 

And the grass that grows is dank and lean 
Wherever the dead are found. 


O the Reef of Norman’s Woe is sad, 
And the dirge that sounds aloud, 
Is the wail of the sea for a sailor lad 
That its grasses green enshroud. 


O the Reef of Norman’s Woe will be 
A crystal grave for aye, 

Where my sailor lad lies under the sea, 
And the breakers moan and pray. 


O the Reef of Norman’s Woe is sad, 
And it breaks my heart to tell 

The love of the sea for my sailor lad, 
And its moaning of farewell. 
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SUNDAY MORNIN’ “= 


Sunday mornin’ ain’t it fine 

To lay in bed till half-past nine, 

And know there ain’t no work to do, 
And just be lazy through and through? 
To lay there one day out of seven, 

And know just what it’s like in heaven; 
And stare that old clock in the face, 
That’s always been your one disgrace; 
And then turn over on your back, 

And dream you own the almanac! 


And tuck the covers ’round your head, 
Then say a blessing for your bed, 

Before you take a last fond nap, 

That makes you feel that you’re the chap 
Would make the sort of millionaire 

The world is huntin’ everywhere. 

A millionaire that would enjoy 

The things of life and not annoy 

Himself about another cent, 

But thank the Lord that he’s content. 


Then when it’s ten, and Ma calls you 
Before you find that other shoe, 
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SUNDAY MORNIN’ 


There’s somethin’ makes you feel, by Jove! 
There’s nothin’ like that kitchen stove, 

Or like the meals that Ma prepares, 

That you can smell up them back-stairs. 
You certainly don’t want to roam 

Away from your own home, sweet home. 
You’ve such an appetite, by gum! 

That eatin’ meals won’t overcome! 


French-fried potatoes, beefsteak, mush, 
Some eggs and bacon, coffee. Hush! 
The best of all is yet to come— 

Hot flannel cakes, and maybe some 
More flannel cakes, before you feel 
You’ve had what I call a square meal. 

I think I show my gratitude 

By leavin’ little latitude 

To stow away another bit 

Of Ma’s good breakfast ’fore I quit! 


And then to feel so good you set, 
And set, and pretty near forget 
’*Bout church or even Sunday-school 
To help you keep the Golden Rule. 
And then you rush and hunt a cent 
For c’lection if it ain’t been spent. 
And then you run and kiss your Ma, 
And off you go ahead of Pa, 
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SUNDAY MORNIN’ 


To get religion for the bunch, 
And hurry home to get your lunch. 


No, Ma don’t need to go to church. 

She says ’twould leave her in the lurch 
With all the work she’s got to do 
Providin’ meals the whole day through! 
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THE SHADOWS IN THINE EYES 


Whence came those shadows in thine eyes 
That tremble with a mute surprise, 
Transforming girlhood womanwise, 

My little maid? 


Within the shadows of thine eyes 

A secret lurks that mystifies, 

And manhood, prone to idolize, 
Is fair afraid. 


The shadows know no compromise; 
They rim a light that sanctifies, 
And with emotion solemnize 

Each glance, sweet maid. 


The shadows still are in thine eyes, 
Dear girl transformed and womanwise, 
And thus does love immortalize 

A little maid. 


PERSEVERA AD VICTORIAM 


I say! What kind of man is this 

Who knows his lines, yet quits the play, 
And makes the scene go all amiss 

Because a shadow crossed his way? 


The curtain ’s up, remember, lad, 
And even though your part be small, 
It ’s how you did it—good or bad— 
That counts in acting, after all. 


You did not choose your part, I know. 
”T was handed out by Him who sees 
The stations high and places low 
Where fitness counts and efforts please. 


But this I swear: no play is good 
If meaner parts be slightly done; 
And every star has one time stood 
Where you are now, and honors won. 


The scenes must shift, the acts move on, 
And you will scarcely know, my boy, 
Just how you played, until it’s done 
And felt the flush of labor’s joy. © 
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PERSERVERA AND VICTORIAM 


And if your part in life’s well played, 
God marks His man for higher calls; 
And fitting exit, lad, is made, 
When plays are done, and curtain falls. 


REVELATION 


‘Find but the soul, and every man will be 

A God-kissed genius, who with furnished way 
‘Fulfils all life, and shaping faith shall see 

The plans and purposes of destiny. 


‘Some find themselves. More oft another may, 
Since life has lent to some the magnet’s power 
To lift from out the dark into the day, 
The hero, saint and ruler of the hour. 


‘Karth’s gems stand not to common gaze revealed, 
So sacredly the master hand hath laid. 

iin byway gulch, rock-fettered gold lies sealed, 
Where storm and stress and fires eternal played. 


Un human clay, forbidding and remote, 
The kingly secret thrives through nursing years, 
And gathers strength where man may take no note 
Of patient toil and daily sweat of tears. 


In silent hope it lives with mood so free, 
That chasm-wall’s embrace or desert’s heat 
Can never fret its calm. While furied sea 
May merciless ’gainst every purpose beat. 
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REVELATION 


It knows its own, and knowing spurns to die. 
It looks across the vast expanse of life, 

And strains to see the hand that lifted high 
Shall beckon to the hills above the strife. 


O faith supreme, that dares unerringly 
Live out, unquestioned, time’s fulfilling hours, 
And silent keep through all, nor wearily, 
Content to bide the summons of its powers! 
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O HEART OF GOD 


O heart of God, beat once for me! 
The bird shall build its nest 

Within the shelter of the tree, 
But I, within Thy breast. 


O heart of God, bleed once for me! 
My sins are scarlet streams 

That flow to Thy forgiving sea, 
Whose depths are angel’s themes. 


O heart of love, if pity be 
Thy gift of grace to grant, 
Remember broken hearts would see 
The grave’s steep sides made slant! 


O heart of God, if tear-dimmed eyes 
Can make Thee also weep, 

Let beauty out of ashes rise 
Where my beloved sleep! 


O heart of God, if we are kin, 
Give me to know my own 

When Heaven’s gates shall close within, 
And earth and time are flown! 


THERE’S MANY AN ACHE 


There’s many an ache that’s blamed on the head, 
When it’s really the heart that aches so. 
There’s may a wrong we suffer instead 
Of resenting the wrong as all know. 


There’s many a time when the bitterest thing 
Is said without reason, and God knows 

The courage it takes to suffer the sting, 
By hiding the wounds that the heart shows. 


There’s many a shaft that’s aimed at the breast 
That hurts when we think whose it was, though. 
There’s many a tear that is nobly suppressed 
For the sake of the one we loved so. 


There’s many a sob we bravely keep down, 
For the sake of old times revered so. 

There’s many a head with thorns for a crown 
Where kisses would soon make the heart glow. 


But it isn’t the aches that we fear and dread, 
Or the bitterest words that sting. No. 
It’s coming to feel that our love is dead, 
A love that we cherished and watched so. 
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MELODIES IN MEMORIAM 


I am haunted by phantom sounds tonight 
Of the music of long ago, 

Whose shadowy notes in reverie’s light 
Set fond memory all aglow. 

As skilful a hand picks my heartstrings now, 
When the tremulous notes die out, 

As when in those days the player somehow 
Mingled sunshine with shadows of doubt. 


A beautiful hand swept the keys of old; 
A hand that was sculptured in love; 

And the gentle touch in the music told 
Of saints here as well as above. 


There floats tonight through my soul’s music-hall 


The old songs my sweetheart loved well. 
And mem ’ries of youth, of love-time, and all 
Come back by the conjurer’s spell. 


There flits in and out of my soul’s song-room, 
A sweet air in a minor key; 

And it fills me now with the same dull gloom 
As when ’t was first given to me. 


She played those sad notes in our sweetheart days, 


And I heard them and felt them, too; 
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MELODIES IN MEMORIAM 


For I covered the page with brighter lays, 
Lest our lives wear a somber hue. 


Oft when the day had its measure of care, 
Together at twilight we played; 
And the song seemed as if some new words were 
there, 
That thrilled me as though she had prayed. 
I’m dreaming tonight of a harp of gold, 
Carressed by her hands white as snow; 
The melodies charm with the sweetness of old— 
Those soft airs of the long ago! 
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LITTLE BOY 


Bring your broken toy; I’ll mend it, 
Little boy. 

All your care could not prevent it; 

But together let us mend it. 

It will give the friend who sent it 
Greater joy, 
Little boy. 


Bring your broken heart; I’ll mend it, 
Little boy. 
All my love could not prevent it. 
With our tears we'll try to mend it. 
It will give the Friend who sent it 
Greater joy, 
Little boy. 


THE DOLL 


Oh, the love so lavish 
Spent upon thee, doll! 
Less my heart would ravish, 
Favored little doll! 


I perhaps am jealous, 
Pretty little doll, 

Of a love so zealous 
For a heartless doll. 


See! my lady’s weeping 
For a broken doll; 

Yet my eyes are speaking, 
‘Love me like your doll.” 


"T is a woman playing 
With love’s pretty doll; 

. ’T is a man’s betraying 

Leaves a broken doll. 


THE CABBAGE AND THE ROSE 


There came to my door, one wintry day, 
A florist, bearing a rose. 

There came to my door, that self-same way, 
A grocer, but to disclose 


A cabbage-head that modestly gazed 
At the fragrant, saucy rose; 

And the haughty flower with head upraised 
Did the cabbage, plain, oppose. 


““Where art thou going?” the cabbage sought 
Of the rose so proud and cold. 

“To the drawing-room, as roses ought. 
And thou, may I be so bold?” 


In humbleness, the cabbage replied, 
“To the cellar, I am consigned.” 
Then with haughty glance, and becoming pride, 
' The rose in a vase reclined. 


The days passed by, and they met once more 
In the cellar, dark and drear; 
And the withered rose lay tossed on the floor, 
But the cabbage smiled with cheer. 
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THE CABBAGE AND THE ROSE 


And in tenderness of the rose, it asked, 
“Where art thou going now?” 
The rose made answer, with pride unmasked, 
“To the rubbish heap. And thou?’ 


‘‘Oh, I am summoned,” the cabbage said, 
“To dine with my master, great.” 

And the rose, in sadness, drooped its head 

_ At the cruel turn of fate. 


Ah, cabbage-head, and lamenting rose, 
How much of life you express! 

I wonder if any one really knows 
The secret of happiness? 
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CAELESTIS 


PART I 


Lo, I saw the artist climbing 
to the very topmost height, 
Where his spirit swept, unhindered, 
through the realms of faultless night. 


With her sable garments trailing, 

night assumed her starlit throne. 
In the hush of the eternal, 

dwelt her stately court, alone. 


And the artist was aweary 
as he gazed into the night, 
And his dreams he wrapped about him 
till his soul was lost in flight. 


With his burdens for a pillow, 

there he laid him down to view 
All the glories of the universe 

that solemnly passed through. 


There he saw the sun-tossed islands 
of the sky assuming place, 
And, with radiance, mark the contour 
of the soundless seas of space. 
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CAELESTIS 


Where the noiseless tread of armies 
turning towards infinity, 

Were the myriad spheres, celestial, 
in an unheard melody. 


Where the beacons, set in order, 

for the marshalled troops to trace, 
Were the guardian suns outdistanced 

by unfathomable space. 


Where the legions, all accoutred, 
strode with pomp, and panoply, 
Through the halls of Royal Distance 
with unwaning pageantry. 


Where the silver dew-drops, falling, 
in the garden of the sky, 
Were the Pleiads weeping, softly, 
as the Queen of Night passed by. 


And the courtly train that followed 

in attendance on night’s queen, 
Was a spectacle, resplendent, 

with the autumn’s silver sheen. 


And a lane of peaceful promise 
spanned the seamless arch of sky, 
Where the teeming troops lay, tented, 
in the Milky Way close by. 
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CAELESTIS 


And the fiery warrior, Mars, strode 
in his glistening armor vain, 
"Midst the mighty hosts, assembled, 
on the vast, unmeasured plain. 


And the moon, a swift gondola, 

skimmed the deep with soft lateen, 
And the gentle Venus tarried 

where the shadows fell between. 


Where the twinkling, blue-eyed Vega 
oft had told of coming spring, 

With its wealth of perfumed violets, 
and the robins all a-wing. 


When her handmaidens, Arcturus, 
and Capella, ’round the pole, 

In a May-dance, sang of blue-birds, 
and of summer in the soul. 


Fomalhaut, revealing asters, 
golden-rod and autumn’s glow, 
Told to all, with gaze turned heavenward, 
that Antares soon must go. 


Here Orion, giant hunter, 
Vulcan’s hammer still might hear; 
See Diana’s fatal shaft bring 
blighting woe, and many a tear. 
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CAELESTIS 


Brilliant Sirius, following ever, 
faithful watch-dog of the sky, 

With the Pleiades kept him company 
whom Diana forced to die. 


Aleyone, source of wonder, 
fairest of her sisters seven, 
In the oft told lore of starland, 
traced an orbit circling heaven. 


In his fancy, heard the artist, 
Orpheus’ melancholic strain, 

From the transfixed Lyre, floating 
with a sad and weird refrain 


PART II 


Then his vision changed to memories, 
and to things of long ago; 

To the scenes that live in story, 
that no present age may know. 


And the contemplative artist 
saw the great world in review; 
Saw, and held no vision futile 
that the thoughtful night passed through. 


He beheld the spectral nations 
rise in splendor from the past, 
Where the silent cities sepulchered 
their fame and glories vast. 
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CAELESTIS 


Egypt, faith in immortality, 
and architecture gave, 
While in Babylon, astronomy, 
and mathematics thrave. 


Rarest model for an empire 

gave Assyria desert-bound; 
’*Midst the sacred hills of Israel, 

a God for man was found. 


Art, and science, and philosophy 
from cultured Greece emerged, 
And Phoenicia traced an alphabet, 
and ways of commerce urged. 


Rome, that bound the world in chains, 
and then unbound it by her laws; 
Agéd Britain with democracy 
beneath her lion’s paws. 


Saw the rise and fall of dynasties, 
like tides of wind-swept seas, 
Toss the human forces, feeble, 
as in phantom argosies. 


Where the feudal system flourished 

till there were no men born free, 
And the vassalage to barons 

chained a world in slavery. 
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CAELESTIS 


When the call of men to freedom 

smote the world with lightning’s force, 
And the God who crumbles kingdoms, 

brought to light a new resource. 


And the cross became the banner 

under which men swayed the world, 
And the triumph of devotion 

saw the tyrants’ standards furled. 


For the purpose of all history 

is the finding out of God, 
And the tracing of his footprints 

in the path that he has trod. 


PART III 


And the pensive artist journeyed 
to the land of Human Care, 
That he might discern its meaning, 
and its purposes declare. 


Where the artist grew aweary 
of the sordid ways of pain, 
_ And the strident notes of discord 
in the senseless race for gain; 


Of the ceaseless toil and labor 
that exhausts itself in greed, 
Heedless of the forces, vital, 
that from every sphere proceed. 
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Where the homes are only houses 

till the warmth of love abides 
And the seekers after mammon, 

are as restless as the tides. 


Where men multiply their knowledge, 
yet no increase have the years; 
Tis the threescore and the ten 
that are allotted for their fears. 


Where the speed of great inventions, 
fast abbreviating time, 

None of God’s sweet days can lengthen, 
or impair their plan sublime. 


Age is but the body’s portion; 

mind makes no account of years; 
Spirit is immortal progress; 

endlessly, soul perseveres. 


Beauty is God’s inmost nature, 
finding its expression where 
Selfish man, if contemplative, 
may its subtle meaning share. 


Men do not forget the artist 

when they ponder on his art, 
But they gaze at nature’s beauty 

all oblivious of her heart. 
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He was young, but now was olden, 
yet had not the artist seen 
Any broken law of heaven 
go unpunished where men glean. 


And the things he found most common, 
were the passions born to men; 
None the less were these conveying 
the divine to human ken. 


Passion is the strength of breeding; 

love, the power that unites; 
Earth is heaven’s own creation 

in which God, Himself, delights. 


Tis the curse of hell that follows 
the despoiling of our gifts, 

And the chaff from out the wheat, 
the fan of fate eternal sifts. 


And the sin that so besets us, 

is the shadow virtue casts, 
And the thing of largest value 

is the grace that trial outlasts. 


There are tides of passion surging 
in the shelter of men’s souls; 
There are ships of strange adventure 
on the seas that sin controls. 
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Life is more than pain and pleasure, 
more than sun and shadow thrown; 
More than stars that have their setting 
when the night is overgrown; 


For the fondest recollection 

that the mind keeps of the past, 
Ts the deepest soul conviction 

that experience holds fast. 


Meat and drink and idle pleasure 
hold a transitory place, 

But a haunting memory lingers 
of a sad and patient face. 


There are hands as white as ivory 

and the horny, wrinkled kind, 
While the red of blood defaces 

some that pass not out of mind. 


Seas that never mean adventure 
to the gazer from the shore. 
Ships that leave their peaceful harbors 
to return again, no more. 


Songs whose music has no meaning, 
and are lost on some dull ear, 
While the Poet’s sweet emotion 
lies behind the unshed tear. 
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Pains of thought-birth, and the travail 
of a Poet’s tender heart, 

For the coming into being 
of an angel’s counterpart. 


Life that finds love like some treasure 
lost from out its jewel-case, 

In the days that come unmeasured 
with a soft and silent grace. 


Troubled waters needing angels 

to assure their healing power; 
And the chimes of human service 

to awake the slumbering hour. 


Oh, the tresses that we cherish, 
faded letters, bits of lace, 

And the rose leaves ’tween the pages, 
and the picture of a face! 


Oh, the happy hours of leisure 
that one spends beneath the stars, 
Watching clouds release their splendor 
like the future, fate unbars! 


When the rosy-fingered morning 

fondles earth and makes it new, 
Or the dark of twilight gathers 

up its necklaces of dew. 


CAELESTIS 


Though the variant seasons bless us, 
filling golden cups of gain, 

Yet unthinking man breathes curses 
where no other things complain. 


Priest and saint may prove a passage 
to a peaceful port is made, 

But a blemished record needs not 
endless pain that it be paid! 


Oft within the quiet churchyard 

have we mused on life and death, 
Felt the kindly hush of nature 

and a touch of God’s warm breath. 


There are triumphs far more famous 
than a city’s conquered gates, 
When our heritage of evil, 
to the right, subordinates. 


There are dreams that live unending 
for the soul that dares to do, 
And the recompense of courage 
is beholding dreams come true. 


Sorrow is our human weakness; 
pain, our well-intentioned joy; 
Happiness is incidental 
to the vision we employ. 
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Woman is the God in man, and 

all her passions when compared, 
Are, to those of men, as virtues 

that for worship were prepared. 


To the gilded halls of pleasure, 
- youth and love go crowding in, 
While the cankered heart of passion 
goes a-hungering in sin. 


Hands that touch, and red lips pressing, 
in an ardent lover’s noon, 

With unsatiated longing 
that two bodies may commune. 


Pain prefixed to every pleasure; 

death to every living thing. 
Leaden-hearted hopes, the prophets 

also, in their dreams must bring. 


Filthy soil to garnish roses; 

lustful clay to grow men in; 
Heat of passion to engender 

love and life that pulse within. 


Minds that make no art of choosing, 
blaming fate for every ill, 
Till environment disposes 
of the sacred gift of will. 
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Souls who have no thought or feeling 
for the opposite in sex, 

And whose neutral predilections 
only live to thwart and vex. 


Acts, whose sources, when accounted, 
lead to others to be blamed, 
Primal passions of the ages 
that go reeling on, untamed. 


Senseless views of procreation, 
making less divine the mind 
That intended life’s accession 
to be worship for mankind. 


Men, not angels, are the toilers 
in this world of sin and strife, 
And the forces are most human 


that must touch the things of life. 


When the toiler bends and labors 

till his sweat turns into pearls, 
’Tis a nobler decoration 

than the coronets of earls. 


There are decades in the making 
of the one man of renown; 
Multitudes that go unnoticed, 


who must wreathe for him a crown. 
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There are tides of justice surging 

to the unknown shores of right; 
Stars of truth that seek a setting 

in the dark, untutored night. 


Men have cried through all the ages, 
“‘Let my people go, oh, king!” 
And the voice of seer, and prophet, 
stirs with clarion notes that ring. 


Feay, the strength of earth’s religions, 
gripping every living soul, 
Was a monstrous human error 
for the making of men whole. 


For the man-made creeds and dogmas 
have a selfish end at best, 

While the God-made truths assembled 
are beatitudes of rest. 


Men lie buried ’neath the snow-drifts, 
or are sepulchered in sod, 

But creation’s needs are endless, 
waiting on the plan of God. 


Dust of human clay, more precious 
than the clod of common earth, 
Waits to feel the thrill of living 
in the rose or cosmic birth. 
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Life can never see completion, 
while its creatures’ needs are felt 
In some other plane of action 
than the land where souls have dwelt. 


Men speak proudly of their forbears, 
and of every race that is, 

But our family name is God’s-son, 
and our lineage is His. 


There are secret understandings ; 
*twixt the earth and sky of trutb; 
Silver ladders to be mounted 
by the holy zeal of youth. 


For the angels first ascending 

Jacob’s ladder, leaning high, 
Came from out this mortal vale 

before descending from the sky. 


All our forces are but angels, 

that impel us unawares, 
Born of eager aspirations, 

that expectant hope declares. 


Though the stones of grief and failure 
are our pillows through the night, 
Golden dreams are for the faithful, 
who lie couched upon the right. 
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For the night is God’s eraser 
of humanity’s mistakes, - 
And no matter what the errors, 
each new day, fresh hope partakes. 


And the record of salvation 
is most manifestly traced 
By the acts we strive to substitute 
for faults that oft debased. 


And the longing of our hearts is 
for a plenitude of grace, 
That shall contemplate the motive, 
and forget what may abase. 


There is scant intent and purpose 

to set out to do a wrong; 
Storms that wreck a habitation, 

carry blessings deep and strong. 


PART IV 


Where the constellations tarry 
with significant design, 

Lo, the artist notes the vision 
of a scene still more divine. 


For with matter fast diminished, 
and with nothing left but light, 
In his consecrated vision, 
gleams another realm of might. 
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For, the orbit that it traversed, 

was within the human breast 
And the infinite that bound it, 

was the holiest unrest. 


And his vision clasped Utopia, 
and he peopled it with men, 
And he called it Land of Living, 
and it knew no alien. 


Till it grew into a heaven, 
without latitude or clime, 
And a longitude of space 
that knew no east or west of time. 


And the sky’s abyss that held it, 
was immeasurable love, 
And the light that came to nourish, 
was the blessedness that throve. 


All the world’s protruding sorrows 
vanished, wraith-like, into air, 
And the promise of perfection 
turned to substance everywhere. 


Its stars were gleaming characters, 
. wrested from a night of sin, 
And the clouds, but sheltering garments 
that it draped its virtues in. 
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Through the travail of its suffering 
came the birth of pure ideals; 
By love’s alchemy, the tears changed 
to the pearls that pain conceals. 


For a duty left unfinished, 
haunts the soul until it dies, 
And the bird, with broken wing, strives 
much more eager for the skies. 


The most precious food for mortals 

is the faith that grows in doubt, 
Heaven’s meeting-place for earth, is, 

where our mortal strength dies out. 


Where the chant of holy service 

is the music of men’s deeds, 
And the heavy incense, rising, 

is the prayer that intercedes. 


Men who wear a crown of myrtle 

that upon the brow is thrust, 
Value fruitage of the spirit 

more than things that turn to dust. 


Some hold love to be for conquest, 
both of persons and of things, 
But supreme love, all unheeding, 
straight forgets the gift it brings. 
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They who make a goal of pleasure, 
enter, only, into pain; 

Tis the happiness of others 
makes for our eternal gain. 


For the artist holds no title 
to the world he gives away 
To the humblest beggar climbing 
to the heights where visions stay. 


Come, then, shatter all restraint, and 
give the soul its freedom’s right. 
The revealing of God’s secrets 
is the soul’s supreme delight. 
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DIANA 


Let me love the night, and thee, 
Passion’s pleasing destiny! 

One fond night, and then the day 
To remember it alway! 


Let me die, if but to kiss, 
Terminates this mortal bliss. 
Souls were made for happiness. 
Passion is love’s sweet excess. 


Let me with thee longer stay. 
Night is but reluctant day. 

Every orb that glints and gleams 
Shines with day’s devoted dreams. 


Argus-eyed, night watches o’er 
To’s bed of lovers’ lore. 
Jupiter, himself, would woo 
With a cloud to hide the view. 


Chaste Diana, from her grove, 
Kissed Endymion with sheer love. 
Loved Orion jealously ; 
Slew her lover wantonly. 
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DIANA 


Slay me with thy kisses then, 
As of yore the gods did men. 
Then with lover’s constancy, 
Keep me thine celestially. 


Somnus guards his cave of night. 
Drowsy poppies nod delight. 
Lethe’s waters lull to rest. 

Tris’ bow is bent for quest. 


Lo, the night is ours, too. 

Mystic night wherein to woo. 
Let the shafts of love impress 
With their wanton eagerness. 


Men are gods, and gods are men, 
Loving ever and again. 

Let the ravishment of flesh 

Wet my soul with dew a-fresh. 


Let me moisten love’s fair lips 
With the nectar Bacchus sips; 
Sweeter than the juice of grape 
Is the flood that would escape! 


Touch me with thy hand of fire. 


-Ravish me with love’s desire. 


I am love; and love’s design 
Only cares that thou art mine. 


DIANA 


Leave me with the night and thee, 
Love’s undying ecstasy. 

Breathe upon my fervid face, 
Breath that stars would interlace. 


Love grows speechless with excess; 
Maddens with its loveliness. 

Let us keep this sweeter way— 
Love the night, and banish day. 


Lo, the night is love’s best gift, 
With the cares of day a-drift. 

Moon and stars, the draping light 
Of the love-wreathed couch of night. 


Kiss me, night, and lie with me; 
Passion’s pleasing memory 

Will attend my dreams where’er 
Love may twine her scented hair. 


Rose-draped Eos, impiously, 
From her couch of ebony, 
All too soon the portals wide 
Of the day will fling aside. 


Arms of love wound riotous, 
Are Time’s hours embracing us, 
Clasp me, once again, oh, night, 
Till I die with love’s delight! 
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THE INTERRUPTED PLAY 


I was but a child till then, 
In a Kingdom ruled by play, 
When my father—loved of men— 
Took a journey far away. 


All my childish toys lay strewn 
Round about in sad dismay; 

Well-drilled soldiers in platoon 
Halted in their march that day. 


Trains of cars stood very still 
Where I left them ’neath the tree; 
Wooden cattle roamed at will 
‘ In that Kingdom made for me. 


Phantom figures moved about 
In the darkened house all day; 
Sad-faced men, too, stood without 
While my world stopped in its play. 


But no father’s hand was laid 
On my tired head that night, 
When alone I sobbed and prayed 
With my playthings out of sight. 


THE INTERRUPTED PLAY 


And I could not know the end 
Of my childhood’s dream till then; 
Nor my playthings comprehend 
That I would not come again. 


So from play to work I went; 
And from work to toil and strife; 
Yet the playthings, all content, 
Quite forgot my dreamless life. 


But I never could forget 

That a hand had stopped my play; 
And that boyhood claimed a debt 

Of my manhood day by day. 


It was in that manhood when, 
In a Kingdom free from play, 
All my childhood’s longing ’gain 
Clutched my heart on Christ’s sweet day 


For the. Christmas toys displayed, 
On my childish debt lay claim; 
And I knew Christ’s day was made 

For the children when He came. 


So I took the fairest toys 
From the windows’ splendid hoard, 
And with thoughts of youthless boys, 
Carried gifts as from my Lord. 
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THE INTERRUPTED PLAY 


And I watched with tearful gleam 
On that Christ-boy’s Holy Day. 
Other children fill the dream 
Of my interrupted play. 


TIS THEN WE KNOW 


When the ship’s last signal’s given, 
And in vain we smile through tears, 
Knowing well the heart is riven 
By the thought of lonely years; 
When we gaze in eyes where love is, 
When we see her face no more, 
Then it is to know what love is, 
Looking toward a foreign shore. 


Hunting gold midst blinding sorrow 
Just to win a woman’s smile; 
Dying now to live tomorrow 
An Arcadian afterwhile; 
Seeking solace where the crowd is, 
Yet more lonely than before; 
Then it is to know what love is, 
Waiting on a foreign shore. 


Years creep by and lucre golden 
Heaps itself by effort’s side 
And the fair form, now grown olden, 
Speeds across the ocean wide. 
Then to gaze in eyes where love is, 
And to press her lips once more, 
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"TIS THEN WE KNOW 


Then it is to know what love is, 
Waiting on a foreign shore. 


When life’s summer grows to winter 
And its roses fade and fall; 

When in vain we try to hinder 
Death’s commissioned right to all; 

When on white lips there’s a last kiss 
And we see her face no more, 

Then it is to know what love is, 
Waiting on a foreign shore. 


DEATH 


When first I saw thee, knew thee not, 
Save as relentless foe, 

Believing thou could’st only plot 
Unfathomable woe, 


I from thee turned with bitter moan, 
And bore thee lasting hate; 

But now thy deeper purpose known 
Seems all compassionate. 


When senseless pain impedes the breath 


Life’s fevered fires expend, 
Quick-coming, cool, enfolding death, 
T greet thee as a friend. 
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WHEN THE GENTLE CHRIST WAS 
TRACING 


When the gentle Christ was tracing 
His forgiveness in the sand, 

"Twas a woman’s need effacing 
Scarlet sins in Israel’s land. 


Though the Christ, Himself, was sinless, 
Yet he knew all human woe. 

Though His life was pure and spotless, 
Yet for sins His blood did flow. 


"Twas a box of spikenard broken, 
That in gratitude was spilt, 
As a tender, loving token 
Of the wiping out of guilt. 


Would you bless your fallen brothers? 
Then be mindful of their lot, 

And forgive the sins of others, 
As you would have yours forgot. 


For the thing that makes us tender 
Is in having sinned the same 
As the one to whom we render 
Some sweet service without blame. 
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WHEN THE GENTLE CHRIST WAS TRACING 


You may hesitate at kindness, 
But be very sure of this, 

That the souls who walk in blindness 
Long the more for what they miss. 


Oh, the softest words are spoken, 
And our acts are strangely kind, 

For another’s heart that’s broken, 
If his sins are ours, we find. 


And the kindest souls are ever 
Those who sin and suffer most, 

And who thoughtfully endeavor 
To forget whereof men boast. 


But no act can be mistaken, 
If we pause to bear in mind, 

That to bless a life forsaken 
Is the best way to be kind. 


For the gentle Christ still traces 
His forgiveness in the sand, 

And some human need effaces 
Scarlet sins in every land. 
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HE HATH PROVISION MADE 


Say not complacently, the good Lord will provide, 
But rather say He has. For this blest truth 
prepares 
Our faith so nobly with our works to coincide, 
That idleness in God’s great bounty never 
shares. 


The promise sweet, to toilers only, is fulfilled. 
Unceasingly we may pray on, but ’t is not well; 
For where our fields so opportune lie all untilled, 
We shall in need go curst ’midst plenty, where 
we dwell. 
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MY KINGDOM 


My kingly realm a garden is, 
Where rules a jealous hand. 

My subjects are the flowers fair; 
The weeds, my contraband. 

The well-placed trees are citadels 
That guard my regal land. 


Of many sorts my peoples are, 
Of families old and rare; 

While some have humble lineage, 
And all are debonair; 

And each assumes some function in 
My court’s absorbing care. 


I scarce can say which most I think 
Brings honor to my state, 

"Midst leaves of grass profusely spread 
Where flowers radiate. 

I only know of loyalty 
Within my garden-gate. 


And sadness mingles with my joy 
As I among them walk; 
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MY KINGDOM 


For one that knew me yesterday 
Hangs withered on the stalk; 

For Death’s trained archer overheard 
My boasting subjects talk. 


And yet the flowers that remain 
Bring comfort to me oft. 

I greet the star-eyed daisies’ smiles, 
The pansies’ faces soft, 

And nod unto the hollyhock’s 
Ambitious head aloft. 


Aristocratic orchids dressed 
More gay than any bird, 

And social asters near the house 
Demand a courteous word. 

The sunflower claims attention, too, 
With dignity absurd. 


The princes of my royal house 
Are roses in full bloom; 

And every other flower serves 
As most obedient groom. 

The lilacs are the purpled troops 
That wear a knightly plume. 


The violets so plentiful 
Make loyal patriots. 
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MY KINGDOM 


And bell-shaped tulips ring their chimes 
For Cupid’s counterplots, 

Where mignonette goes hand in hand 
With white forget-me-nots. 


A cavalcade of poppies dash 
Across my vast domain. 
An infantry of hyacinths 
Encroaching feet restrain. 
Audacious peonies assert 
A glorious disdain. 


Insinuating heliotrope 
In perfume manifest, 
And stately lilies reverent, 
Cathedral aisles invest. 
Imperial gladioli wear 
Embellished royal crest. 


And climbing to my tower-roof, 
A sentinel alert, 

Wistaria keeps a watchful eye 
On many a garden flirt. 

While sweet-peas, through the lattice twined, 
Coquetting hearts pervert. 


When Winter’s glistening sword is drawn | 
Against my garden groups, 
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MY KINGDOM 


One last heroic stand is made 
Before the foliage droops; 
Chrysanthemums—the grand old guard— 
Defend my shuddering troops. 


When these are vanquished, and at last 
I view my kingdom’s waste, 

I sit through bitter hours alone 
Until the crocus chaste, 

Through mantling snow, invincible, 
Returns with Spring post-haste. 


Thus, when bleak death has stripped my heart 
Of all that I love best, 

Still unto me shall come this peace, 
As unto those at rest— 

The flowers that are dead and gone 
Will come again reblest. 
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OH, THOU INEXORABLE GRIEF 


Oh, thou inexorable grief 
And common thief! 
That ruthlessly doth seize the best 
From out the nest, 
And leave me wondering of the need 
For all my care. What empty meed 
If death’s brief work should supersede 
In cruel jest! 


Oh, thou uncompromising foe 
And dreaded woe! 

Who gave thee thy Titanic might 
And appetite? 

What need to wear the garb of death, 

And covet every human breath, 

And make the grave thy shibboleth, 
If life was right? 


~ Oh, thou divinest healer Time 
And thing sublime! 

That thou should’st gladly life’s lorn nest 
Anew invest, 

And set before the eyes of man 

A deeper purpose, holier plan, 

And gently bridge the abysmal span, 
*Twixt earth and rest! 
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THE DRUNKARD 


The drunkard leaned against the bar, 
The polished mirrors bore 

Reflections of the things that mar— 
Lost youth, lost hope, and more. 


The brilliant lights with dazzling glare 
Shone into eyes grown dull. 

The sparkling glasses, everywhere, 
Gleamed all too bountiful. 


The place was redolent with wines, 
And draughts of sterner stuff. 

The sweet, cool air that God designs, 
Was met with foul rebuff. 


The walls bore touches here and there 
Of some fond artist’s skill. 

And faces once caressed by prayer, 
Recalled some human thrill. 


The noisy voices of the crowd 
Were heard in ribald jest. 

The drinks, that intellect becloud, 
Were furnished every guest. 
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THE DRUNKARD 


The perfect product of the place— 
A drunkard—nothing more; 

A life-time’s labor to efface 
God’s image that he bore; 


Unsteady hands, uncertain tread, 
A shuffling form of blight. 

A human grave for something dead— 
A soul tossed into night; 


A face a blank, a cipher’s count 
In life’s important sum. 

A thing of which men make no count— 
The ooze of human scum; 


The senses lost in lethargy; 
A mind’s delirium; 

The city’s leering tragedy; 
And humour quarrelsome; 


A memory that will not die; 
A demon in the soul; 

With nothing left to testify 
Of manhood in control; 


No more a man, less than a brute; 
Only a soulless thing; 

Empty of will, and destitute 
Of shame or raillery’s sting; 
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THE DRUNKARD 


A nothingness of deep despair; 

An everlasting night; 
The end of all for which men care; 
_ And only mind’s dull sight; 


A drunkard, only this, my friends. 
A wasted usefulness. 

A thing that nothing comprehends, 
But its own ugliness. 


A drunkard! oh, the travesty 
Of what was once a man! 
A thing its own worst enemy; 
A shattered will and plan! 


The drunkard gave his order, as 
In other days gone, by— 

Those merry days, when brimming glass 
Was thought to satisfy. 


‘We can’t serve you, and you know why!”’ 
The drunkard felt no shame. 

No need for argument. They buy 
Who bear no drunkard’s name. 


How inconsistent does it seem 

_ To thwart the life we drain, 

And count the one who holds youth’s dream 
As fittest to be slain! 
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THE DRUNKARD 


Two clear-eyed lads, with faces fair, 
Came sauntering to the bar. 

No obstacle their wants impair— 
Youth is so popular! 


Youth! Youth! Why ever careless be 
Of all that life holds dear— 

Its song, its hope, soul’s destiny, 
The years that disappear! 


They ordered drinks in easy style, 
And quickly were they served. 

When he who reeled in stupor vile, 
As quickly towards them swerved. 


‘“‘Give it to me!” he fiercely cried. 
‘“‘Tt can’t hurt me, I’m gone. 

But these have youth, and hope, and pride, 
While life for me is done!” 


His palsied hand reached for the glass. 
He drank as demon would. 

The polished mirrors brought to pass 
A lesson understood! 


A lesson only life can teach, 
And only life can learn; 
More potent than the gift of speech, 
Or truth from wisdom’s urn. 
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THE DRUNKARD 


These lads of promise caught its might, 
And heeded ere too late, 

And thrilled by the prophetic sight 
They felt its solemn weight. 


With pity keen, they walked away, 
Sadder and wiser men. 

And manfully resolved that day, 
Never to drink again. 


The saddest lessons we discern, 
Are those for which we pay. 
But wise is he who still can learn 

From some one’s broken way! 


And learning, turn about and be 
A man, who can deny 

The moment’s pleasures willingly, 
For things that satisfy. 
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MY PRAYER 


God grant unto me 
Sweet favor and grace, 

As I read Thy word, 
And behold Thy face. 


Make my trust more real, 
And my words more kind, 
And my hands to help, 
And my eyes less blind. 


Make my heart grow warm, 
And my face to shine, 

As I talk to men 
Of Thy love divine. 
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RECOMPENSE 


Rain, rain, rain; disappointing rain; 
Drenching people, slapping faces, 
Life-distilling rain! 


Pain, pain, pain; disciplining pain; 
Wrenching people, blanching faces, 
Soul-transforming pain! 


Gain, gain, gain; both the rain and pain; 


Beautifying, sanctifying 
Angels, rain and pain! 
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THE CIRCUS 


The circus come to our town, 

En’ everything was upside down. 

En’ crowds of people lined the street 
Tosee the p’rade. En’ sucha heat! 
’Twas like our winter furnace. Whew! 
Twas hotter’n that, en’ some more too. 
En’ pa he got'the tickets. Then 

We pushed en’ jammed en’ somehow when 
I got my seat, I couldn’t see 

For that fat man in front o’ me. 


En’ bye-en’-bye the band played rag, ~ 
Then come a man en’ waved a flag. 

En’ nen they bust right through the tent, 
As if they didn’t care a cent! 

The elephants, horses, kangaroos, 

En’ clowns with lots o’ howdy-do’s. 


: Leo 


En’ gosh! there was so many rings 
All goin’ on at once with things, 


I couldn’t see fer lookin’. My! 
But them trapezers swung up high! 
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THE CIRCUS 


En’ nen a clown come close to me 
En’ laughin’ said, ‘‘Hello, sonny!”’ 
Jes’ then a lot o’ monkeys rode 

On ponies, en’ there come a load 

O’ camels rockin’ fit to break 

The ladies’ backs. En’ nen a snake 
Got twisted all around a bear, 

I thought he’d kill him then en’ there. 


En’ ’fore I noticed the next race, 

That bear went runnin’ ’round the place, 
A-chasin’ all the boys en’ men. 

The saw-dust flew, I tell you then! 

It wasn’t on the bill, pa said. 

That made the fat man shake his head. 
En’ front o’ him two elephants 

Dressed up in funny lookin’ pants, 

Was dancin’ en’ a-swingin’ ’round, 

Until they shook the very ground. 


En’ nen the chariot race! oh, gee! 
That was the best of all to me. 
’Ceptin’ when the b’loon went up 

En’ got as small as our tin-cup. 

En’ pa said, ‘‘ Lets us go en’ see 

The side shows.”’ That jes’ suited me. 
En’ nen he bought me lots to eat, 

En’ lemonade to cool the heat. 
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THE CIRCUS 


I didn’t care how hot it was 
So long as they was pleasin’ us. 


En’ nen I got the stomach-ache, 

But not as bad as from that cake 
That grandma gave one day to me 
When ma was not around to see. 
En’ pa says, Christian Science might 
Help me if I could see it right. 

I says, ‘I know I got a pain, 

Fer I can feel it good en’ plain!”’ 
En’ nen he laughed en’ patted me, 
En’ I felt better ’mediately. 


En’ nen there come a thunder-storm, 

En’ pa says, ‘‘That’s because it’s warm.” 
Well, maybe so; but sure as guns, 

It made it hotter’n two suns. 

En’ when I got back home again, 

I told the whole show over then, 

So’s ma, who thinks it’s such a sin, 
Could see it jes’ as if she’d been. 

I think boys ought to make a rule 

O’ goin’ to circus ’stead o’ school! 
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OMENS 


Don’ disturb yo’self, now, honey. 
”"Tain’t no one but mammy, deah. 

Gocdness, but it do seem funny 
Seein’ yo’ alone in heah! 


Nothin’ but de blazin’ fiah, 
Sendin’ ghosts all ’round de room! 
Sparks a-flyin’ high and highah— 
Somethin’ sweet in twilight gloom. 


See dem pine-knots, how dey wriggle! 
Goodness, but it’s hot in heah! 

An’ yo’ eyes, now, how dey twinkle! 
Yo’s in love. I knows dat, deah. 


Has yo’ named de logs, now, honey? 
Well den, let me read de sign. 

Dat one burnin’ bright has money. 
Dat one cracklin’, he’s too fine. 


Dat ol’ crooked one’s a sinnah. 
Jes’ yo’ pass him by right quick. 

Dat one smoulderin’ is a winnah. 

He’s de kin’ dats gwine to stick! 


OMENS 


Watch de knot dat burns de longest. 
He’s de man yo’ ought to choose. 
’Tain’t de one dat burns de strongest, 

Dat yo’d mou’n fo’ ef yo’ lose. 


See dat hickory! Lan’ he’s anxious! 
He’ll be sputterin’ all de night. 

He’s so dog-gone real cantankerous, 
Makes yo’ feel yo’d like to fight! 


See dat big log, wet and soggy. 

I knows dat kin’. He won’t do. 
Got a min’ dat’s kin’ o’ foggy. 

Cain’t depend on him right through. 


See de smoke dat one’s a-shakin’. 
*Tain’t no use in pickin’ him. 
He’s de kin’ dat’s always makin’ 

Someone else’s blaze look dim. 


Daih’s a fellah kin’ o’ ca’less. 
Guess I give dat man a poke. 

He’s too slow about his business. 
Thinks dat courtin’ ’s jes’ a joke. 


Now jes’ look at dat one, honey! 
Rolled right down in front of yo’! 

Bless my soul, he ain’t got money, 
But I knows he loves yo’ true! 
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AIN’T YOU GOT NO CHILLUNS? 


Ain’t you got no chilluns, honey, 

In dis great big lonesome house? 
Why, my sakes alive! dis stillness 

It ain’t healthy fo’ a mouse! 
’Tain’t dat way in Ol’ Virginny. 

Daih dey lets de chilluns grow 
Lak de watermelons, hidin’, 

Whaih de sweet corn-tassels blow. 


Why, I nevah see sech primpness 
Sence de day dat I was bo’n. 
Goodness, honey, ain’t you lonesome 
*Thout some kids hyeah of yo’ own? 
Fo’ it sholy ain’t de climate 
Makes you all so white an’ po’, 
Hit’s because you has no chilluns 
Hangin’ round de kitchen do’! 


Dat’s de reason yo’ ’s so nervous 
Without nothin’ on yo’ mind. 
Ef you had a lot o’ younguns, 
Den yo’d hev no nerves to grind. 
W’en you has a heap o’ chilluns 
Tuggin’ at yo’ apurn-strings 
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AIN’T YOU GOT NO CHILLUNS? 


You ain’t got no time fo’ troubles, 
’Ceptin’ what real sorrow brings. 


How you reckon dat ’uligion ’s 
Gwine to save dis sinful lan’, 
Ef daih ain’t a crop o’ chilluns 
To be fetched up by de han’? 
How’s de Lawd a-gwine to run things, 
Wif His angel choir on high, 
Ef daih ain’t a mess o’ chilluns 
He can take up to de sky? 


Oh, my precious! What’m I sayin’? 
I’m a reg’lar ol’ black fool. 
Nevah knowed it honey, darling. 
Let me fetch you somethin’ cool. 
Don’t go on lak dat, my precious; 
Ef de Lawd He takes ’em, den 
Jes’ you trus’ His lovin’ kindness, 
An’ you softly say, Amen! 


Why, de good Lawd really needs ’em 
Jes’ to make His house mo’ bright, 
Lak dem flowers yo’s got yonder, 
Sweet’nin’ everyt’ing in sight. 
Cain’t you hyeah Him sayin’, precious, 
“‘Let de chilluns come to me, 
I will keep ’em twell you need ’em 
Fo’ yo’ home up yonder.” See? 
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AIN’T YOU GOT NO CHILLUNS? 


Yes, I knows how you is pinin’ 

Fo’ a sight of daih sweet eyes. 
Only dem as gives daih chilluns 

Knows de heartaches an’ de sighs. 
But yo’ ain’t forgotten, honey, 

By de One who loves you bes’, 
Fo’ He says so kind, “Yo’ chilluns 
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I have folded to my breas’. 


Jes’ you follow His example. 
Take some little lamb in hyeah, 
An’ de Lawd’ll love yo’ babies 
All de mo’ because you care. 
I kin hyeah Him sayin’ sweetly, 
“Tn dis world whaih sorrows roam 
Daih ’s a heap o’ chilluns, honey, 
Makin’ Heaven of a home!’ 
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JES’ A LITTLE ANGEL FRIEN’ 


Doctah stan’in’ in de do’, 

Daylight stealin’ crost de flo’; 
Mammy’s hea’t is almos’ broke, 
Words come slow an’ seem to choke. 
Baby’s han’ ’s so hot an’ dry, 

Dat’s de reason why I cry. 
““Doctah, she done move jes’ den; 
Mebbe knows yo’ hyeah agen.”’ 


Doctah, solemn, shake his haid, 
Settin’ side huh on de baid. 
“Mammy move de light a bit. 
Reckon she don’t know yo’ yit.’ 
She ain’t nevah made no soun’ 
Sence las’ night w’en yo’ was ’roun’. 
But we done de t’ings yo’ said, 
Even put huh in our baid. 


‘‘Seems jes’ lak huh little hea’t 
Ain’t a beatin’ very sma’t. 
An’ huh throat is jes’ so so, 
Nothin’ won’t go down no mo’. 
An’ huh little tongue’s so thick, 
She cain’t cry, she is so sick. 
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JES’ A LITTLE ANGEL FRIEN’ 


Doctah, ef yo’ kin do mo’, 
Don’ yo’ mind ’cause we is po’. 


“‘T kin pay yo’ every cent; 

We kin live in cheapah rent. 

I don’ mind de cos’, yo’ know; 
All I want ’s my baby Flo. 

Jes’ lak white folks, huh an’ me 
Feels fo’ baby, don’ yo’ see! 

I kin sell de furniture 

Ef de money don’ seem sure.” 


Doctah stan’in’ in de do’, 
Somep’n creepin’ crost de flo’. 
’Tain’t de daylight dat we see; 
Softah dan de dawn hit be. 
Somep’n seems to say Amen! 
Lak de voice of Angel frien’. 
Den she gives a little smile 
Fo’ she close huh eyes awhile. 


Somep’n stan’in’ in de do’, 
Nevah seed it daih befo’; 
Seems to motion to de baid 
Whaih she’s sleepin’—don’ say daid! 
Nevah knowed how po’ I be 
Twell dat baby smile at me, 
Jes’ befo’ she move away 
In de dawnin’ of dat day. 
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THE SUMMER DAY 


The farm—a bit of heaven— 
Where nature stopped to pray 
For blessings to be given 
One dreamy summer day. 


The river running idly; 
The cornfields all a-gleam; 
The view expanding widely, 
And intertwined the stream. 


The checker-board of landscape; 
The haystacks here and there; 

The clinging of the wild grape 
Around the stone walls bare. 


The heat like incense rising; 
The cattle standing still; 

The valley emphasizing 
The grandeur of the hill. 


The hedge-rows isolation 
Of all that lies a-field; 
The summer’s consolation 
Of harvests yet to yield. 
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THE SUMMER DAY 


The scent of honeyed clover; 
The trilling of a bird; 

The shower passing over; 
The lowing of the herd. 


The drowsy black snake sunning; 
The rabbit in the brush; 

The restless dog a-running, 
And over all the hush. 


A peace that seems unending; 
A silence all its own; 

The sky and meadow blending; 
The woodbine overgrown. 


The golden rays long-fingered; 
The floating meadow mist, 

Where broken rainbows lingered 
As if the sun had kissed. 


The poplars silver-crested ; 
The pines as still as death; 
And everything invested 
With summer’s perfumed breath. 


The bees a-weight with honey; 

_ The nest protruding bare; 

The garden trim and sunny, 
And gladness everywhere. 
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THE SUMMER DAY 


The spring-house cool and solemn, 
With butter-crocks of gold; 

The rough-hewn stone in column, 
Where creaking door swings old. 


The barn a-gape with waiting 

The cattle’s advent home; 
‘The four-o’clocks dilating 
With sheer delirium. 


The lazy poppies swaying, 
A-droop with drowsy weight, 

Whose gorgeous colors straying, 
The roses emulate. 


The daisies golden-hearted ; 
_ The oriole aflame; 

A tender touch imparted 
Whene’er the robins came. 


The blending shades of forest 
That robe the trees with green; 

The insect-life more modest, 
That animates the scene. 


The trellised bloom that hallows 
The sunbeams that convene; © 
The lacing of the shadows 
Where roses hang between. 
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THE SUMMER DAY 


The timid chipmunk listening; 
The fowl about the door; 

The water cress a-glistening; 
The boat with broken oar. 


The ducks with path unerring; 
The sheep with tinkling bell; 

The green of grass unsparing; 
The moss that lines the well. 


The spring that trickles slowly, 
And drops in shady rill, 

The cooling draught, the lowly 
Imbibe with happy thrill. 


The house that shelters loved ones— 
A haven of sweet rest— 

With welcome door that gladdens 
The stranger or the guest. 


The song, that breaks the silence — 
Of robin or of thrush, 

With captivating cadence 
To solemnize the hush. 


The love that comes inviting 
_ The soul to blissful dreams; 
Forgotten thoughts uniting 
The scenes that time redeems. 
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THE SUMMER DAY 


The sunbeams all-caressing; 
The mirror of the pond; 
And over all the blessing, 


And still more peace beyond. 


A peace that reaches heaven, 
And incense to the skies, 
As if of sins forgiven. 
Too soon the summer dies! 
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THE LOOM 


The weaver sits beside his loom 
In such grim silence, that 

He seems to fill the place with gloom— 
A thing to marvel at. 


The very threads, the shuttles hold, 
Are filled with strange portent, 

As if the fortunes they controlled, 
No power could prevent. 


And slowly does the pattern show, 
And with the colors blend. 
The drab and gray, and those that glow, 
_ And through the plan extend. 


The warp, a brilliant rainbow spread 
With bright prismatic shades; 

The woof, a wondrous sky overhead; 
The web, soft sylvan glades. 


The weaver, some uncanny fate 
_ Who will not be disturbed; 
The loom, a noisy advocate; 
The pattern unperturbed. 
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THE LOOM 


And vying with the colors fair, 
The golden sun looks on, 

And offers no suggestion where 
The brilliant threads belong. 


The weaver knows no other task 
Than keeping shuttles filled. 

The warp is but a feeble mask 
Of what the artist willed. 


The pattern silently appears, 
Unconscious of the scheme. 
The loom incessantly adheres 
To will of shaft and steam. 


And in the noisy mill, that throbs 
With life and action strong, 

Unnoticed are the human sobs, 
Or less eventful song. 


The loom of life is weaving slow, 
The shuttles flying fast; 

Complacent colors come and go; 
The plan is all forecast. | 


The Great Designer sits apart; 
The weaver is mankind; 
The loom, the body’s counterpart; 
Life’s acts, the threads that bind. 
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THE LOOM 


The warp is but environment. 
The web, soul-fiber strong. 

The woof, the powers that are lent 
To move the plan along. 


The mill, the world of noise and strife; 
The sun, the strength of day. 
Myself, the weaver of my life; 
The threads, my broken way. 


I note the colors rich and rare, 
The rainbows of my hope. 

The substance of my daily prayer, 
The threads with which I cope. 


And so the loom is teaching me 
Its silent lessons grim. 

The weaver is no mystery 
To those discerning him. | 


God grant, that at the loom of time, 
I may not willingly 

Mar any plan of fate sublime 
That weaves eternity. 
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HOME 


Home, just home for me. 
Lonely, worn out with the fray, 
Anxious over trouble’s way, 
Oh, the comfort when I say 
Home, just home for me! 


Home, just home for me. 
Nowhere else comes rest to stay, 
No place else can peace convey, 
Only home can soothe alway, 
Home, just home for me! 


Home, just home for me. 
When my burdened soul astray, 
Seeks the joy of yesterday, 
Let me come back home to stay, 
Home, just home with thee! 


Home, just home for me. 
Broken, spurned, heart-hungry, lay 
All my dreams aside, I pray, 
Let me find my willing way 

Home, just home to thee! 
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HOME 


Home, just home for me. 
When I weary of life’s play, 
May my tired footsteps stray 
Into paths that lead away 
Home, just home to Thee! 


OH LITTLE BIRD 


Oh little bird with head atilt, 

‘In safety drinking as thou wilt 
From out the wayside fount; 

Unmindful of the threatening rain, 

And of the noisy crowd profane, 
What fears thy wings surmount! 


Oh blithesome, eager little bird, 
With reverent head turned heavenward, 
I feel thy silent thanks! 
The charm within the voice of men, 
The potency of gift of pen, 
Thy gratitude outranks. 


So would I find some wayside pool, 

Some sheltered spot with water cool 
From which no more to shrink. 

- Oh little bird with head atilt, 

Would I had wings to soar ’bove guilt 
And share thy tranquil drink! 
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MY BABY, SLEEP 


Sleep, baby, sleep. 
The night is long. 

The shadows deep 
Stir in my song. 

My baby, sleep. 


Dream, baby, dream, 
That I may know 
Some sacred gleam 
‘ Of long ago 
Lives in thy dream. 


Wake, baby, wake, 
When I come home. 
For my dear sake, 
Be thou awake, 
When I come home. 


THE CRITIC 


Who reads my story rightly 
Must know the inner man. 

Acquaintance held too lightly 
Reveals but artisan. 


The truth that flames most brightly, 
And startles thinking man, 

Is knowing God arightly— 
The genius in life’s plan. 


Though fondness claims the rose-tree, 
Yet not one whit the less 

Will any common daisy 
The plan of God express. 


The heart that reads arightly 
In nature or in man 

Beholds no work unsightly 
That carries out His plan. 
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OF BEING GOOD 


That which yourselves you cannot claim, 
You would deny your brothers. 
Self-abnegation starts a flame 
To scorch the sins of others. 


The soul whose boast is being good, 
Is cruel in his blame; 

And going wrong is what men would, 
If right occasion came. 


The goodness that men marvel at, 
Is not by choice or will, 

But rather from our knowing that 
There was no human thrill. 


When men conclude the world is kin, 
They will not laud the fact 

Of goodness that has only been 
Because occasion lacked. 
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CONTRADICTION 


* T am naturally good, 
But inclined to be bad, 
And my commonest mood 
Is wishing [ had. 


I am tortured within, 
And badgered without; 
The trouble with sin 
Is being found out. 


My traits are so mixed, 
I cannot be sure 

That my motives are fixed 
When I wish to be pure. 


When I think I am right, 
Then I know I am wrong; 

And my sins look as white 
As my virtues seem strong. 


Then I end all the fuss 
In a note of despair, 
And I feel I could cuss, 
Because I don’t care. 


DESTINY 


~~ I think I never saw a boy 
With fairer face than his, 

Whom nature blessed with such sweet joy, 
And gladdened with her kiss. : 


| A rhapsody of health and hope, 
\ A melody of mirth, 
\ As if a perfect horoscope 
\_Were destined at his birth.______. 
His very beauty seemed to tempt 
The hidden heart of ease, 
And hold his graces less exempt 
Because they lived to please. 


But youth must have its testing time, 
And virtue feel its strength, 

In every heart, in every clime, 
And every mood at length. 


And into life this fair-faced boy 

- With convoy of soft prayer, 

Went forth to conquest, and employ 
His radiant beauty rare. 
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DESTINY 


Undreamed-of dangers lurked where’er 
Ambition’s footsteps trod, 

Their seeming purpose to ensnare 
The very strength of God. 


The boy was young. How could he know 
The tests were meant to make 

A man of him, and thus foreshow 
What destiny bespake? 


Then with a grim, determined aim 
Expediency he sought, 

Wherewith his birthright to reclaim 
That once a wish had bought. 


And seizing Luck, he gripped it fast, 
Demanding that it bring 

The gilded fortune it forecast, 
And make of him a king. 


But Luck was found a skeleton 
That wore the clothes of toil, 

And bore a strange comparison 
To things it could despoil. 


And then he called to Genius loud, 
But she was strangely dumb; 

And then to Talent vain and proud, 
But she was loath to come. 
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DESTINY 


And then self-pity moved to tears, 
And burnt his soul with shame, 

But never had the foolish years 
Attended him with blame. 


Then over all the wreck he saw 
The purpose of his fate, 

And chastened by a reverent awe, 
He felt his soul dilate. 


The thing that lived, and yet was dead, 
Forgotten in his breast, 

The thing of which if truth be said 
Stirs all men to their best, 


This was the greatest gift of Time, 
The pearl of unknown price, 

The commonest, yet most sublime, 
And given to entice. 


With beauty, luck or talent clad, 
Or genius, be it said, 

Of none of these may youth be glad, 
If still the soul be dead. 


The ways of life are paths of gold, 
Rose-bowered, filled with song, 

When once the soul, so white and cold, 
Glows with ambition strong. 
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DESTINY 


And all things bend to help the man 
Who seeks to harmonize 

His own free will with nature’s plan, 
And prove himself most wise. 


How fairer, then, each boy will grow, 
Who values at its worth, 

This common gift that, but to know, 
Will conquer heaven and earth. 


142 


AN AWFUL SICK DOLLY 


Oh goodness, but my dolly’s sick! 

She’s got the measles awful thick! 

I put a plaster on her breast 

Of chewin’-gum. They say that’s best. 
She’s really worse than what she seems. 
She has such awful, scary dreams. 

My gracious! but she’s full of spots! 
Of course they’re only jes’ ink blots— 
They’re only on her face. Besides 

It’s better than on her insides. 


I stuck the th’mometer in her knee, 
Her pulse went down to thirty-three. 
Oh, here’s that doctor come again; 
He’s sure to bother you jes’ when 
You’re havin’ comp’ny come to tea 
To offer you their sympathy. 

She’s got appendicitis now. 

Ain’t that too bad! I can’t see how 
She gets so many funny things, 
Unless it’s what the doctor brings. 


He said to operate on her 

An’ try to find what ails her, fer 

She can’t go on this way much more, 
For every part of her is sore. 
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AN AWFUL SICK DOLLY 


I cut her up the back to see 

What made the saw-dust run so free. 
It didn’t do a bit of good. 

An’ everybody said it would. 

An’ now she is so very thin, 

He says consumption’s started in. 


Her clothes don’t fit around her waist. 

I dosed her full of soap and paste 

But nothin’ seems to do her good. 

Her stomach’s weak from eatin’ wood. 
She’s had most everything that’s known. 
I’ve had to nurse her all alone. 

But then I don’t mind that one bit, 

If only she would notice it. 

But she don’t take no interest in 

The things that worry me like sin. 


But I feel sure there’s somethin’ more 
She’s bound to have, because I tore 

My Sunday frock the other day, 

An’ that’s a sign that’s bad they say. 

I shouldn’t wonder if ’twould be 

A turrible ax’dent. Now you see! 

If she should fall and break her head, 
I’d know fer sure that she was dead. 

Sh! don’t make so much noise out there! 
My dolly’s sick. Can’t you take care? 
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WHEN PA STAYS HOME 


' The day that ma gets most work done 
Is not the day that pa stays home. 

It takes so long to get him up, 

And help him find his shavin’-cup. 

And ma drops all her work to hunt 

For everything that pa may want. 

Ma says it’s strange how things get lost 
When pa stays home and gets so fussed. 


But that don’t seem so strange to me 
As pa a-findin’ fault with me. 

He always talks so much about 

My own affairs, and why I’m out. 
He seems to think his holiday 

Is mine to work, and his to play. 

I like my pa. But I declare 
Sometimes I think he isn’t fair. 


There’s nothin’ suits him all day long. 
And everything I do is wrong. 

And when I whistle, it’s too loud. 

If I sit near him, then I crowd. 

And when I ask him questions, then’s 
When nearly all my pleasure ends. 
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WHEN PA STAYS HOME 


He asks me why I go to school. 
Then him and me get very cool. 


We don’t speak for an hour or more. 

I nearly bust when he looks sore. 

But then at last he’ll say to me, 

“Kid, fetch my pipe,”’ or else ’twill be, 
“Go get the Eve’nin’ News,’ and then 
He reads the funny page; for when 
My pa I really try to mind, 

He’s better’n most pas. He’s so kind. 
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ONLY A GIRL 


How oft is the advent of baby despised 
When the dial of fate gives a twirl, 
And the fondest of hopes die unrealized, 

If, instead of a boy, it’s a girl. 


She was only a girl; but who knows the worth 
Of each of the children God sends 

To people His Kingdom of Heaven on earth, 
A Kingdom that love comprehends? 


She was only a girl, and life was so fair, 
Though toiling was all that she knew. 
The perfume of roses that scented the air, 

Was as welcome to her as to you. 


And the beauty of life appealed quite as strong 
To the girl who so willingly died; 

But the bloom of the roses we may not prolong, 
Nor the purpose of God set aside. 


Yes, only a girl with her graces concealed 
Till the hour of destiny struck, 
When the angels, who cherish our fates unrevealed, 
Made sport of the hazard of luck. 
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ONLY A GIRL 


’Tis less to one’s credit in having been good, 
If life offered nothing of trial; 
But the praise most deserved is for one who with- 
stood 
The terror of death with a smile. 


Hark! a shrill cry of fire! but who could have 
guessed 
’Midst flames and confusion so dread, 
That the youngest of all would be bravest and best, 
While terror was everywhere spread? 


You may picture your heroes and heroines great. 
You may laud them in passionate rhyme, 

But the girl, who that day so calmly met fate, 
Will outlive all the records of time. 


“You go.’’ Thus she spoke to her sister half- 
crazed. 
‘“They need you at home more than me.” 
And guiding her hand to the ladder upraised, 
Groped back where the others might be! 


And with words of good cheer, in hope undis- 
mayed, 
She saw them in safety go by, 
But the God who knows best, and whose will she 
obeyed, 
Stands awaiting her soul in the sky. 
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ONLY A GIRL 


Some day when the debts of old earth shall be 
paid, 
And the scroll of its deeds shall unfurl, 
The record will witness the fairest was made 
By one who was only a girl. 
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MAKIN’ BELIEVE 


I’m makin’ believe. It ain’t really so. 

I’m just playin’ house with my dolly and Flo. 
But, oh, ain’t it grand to wear all the things 
That big folks have on—long clothes and fine rings! 
It’s perfectly grand the good you receive, 
Tmaginin’ things, and makin’ believe. 


And doin’ the things that grown folks all do— 
The sweepin’, and mendin’, and visitin’ too; 
And havin’ your dolly get sick and then die 
The same as real babies, and have a good cry; 
And have a grand funeral, and take a last leave 
I think it’s just heavenly, makin’ believe! 


But somehow I can’t let my dolly be laid 

Away in a grave, alone; I’m afraid. 

For s’pose she should die? My hair would turn 
gray. 

It’s too dreadf’ly awful. I pray night and day: 

“Oh, Lord, don’t do nothin’ to make dolly grieve; 

Just remember, dear Lord, we’re makin’ believe.” 
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MY BOY IN BLUE 


Ah, sailor chap with jaunty cap, 

Thy nimble fingers sails unwrap; 
And white wings free blow out to see, 
To lure thee back to love and me. 


I proudly view thy form in blue, 

That hallows even Neptune’s hue. 

Thy roguish eyes plucked from the skies, 
A dreamy heaven glorifies. 


Thy face of tan the breezes fan, 

Till fair-haired boy is turned to man. 
In merry play the wind and spray 
Toss kisses to thee night and day. 


Ah, boy in blue, when hearts are true, 
The stars at dusk rejoice anew. 

And love shall keep within the deep, 
Its secret where fond visions sleep. 


In fancy free across the sea 

A golden path I trace to thee. 

Soft beams afloat make less remote 
The moonlit waves that gild thy boat. 
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MY BOY IN BLUE 


In rose-tipped shells, sweet music dwells, 
And lulls me with its wild sea-bells. 

And spirits fair that fill the air 

Go singing round me everywhere. 


In mad retreat, the breakers beat, 

And hur! their trophies at my feet. 

The tangled weeds through foamy beads 
Proclaim the drift’s unholy deeds. 


A wilder sea possesses me; 
Within my heart it surges free; 
And storms arise to tantalize; 
But love rebukes and sanctifies. 


The cherished sea that flows so free 
Is but my heart that carries thee. 
On billow’s crest with snowy breast, 
The sea-gull typifies thy rest. 


O’er ceaseless tide thy ship may glide. 
But ever thou art by my side. 

For love’s fair sea that cradles me 

Is shoreless as eternity. 


I AM CONTENT 


I am content with what I see 
Of evil, or of good. 

For I have learned a better way 
Than over ills to brood. 


Long years ago, I did discern 
A plan embracing me, 
_ And with my faults it ever strove, 
And labored patiently. 


No matter whether failure came 
A thousand different times, 
For one brief moment of success, 
Life rang its golden chimes. 


And, I observed that in His plan 
Long ages were consumed 

To bring to pass one little star 
That darkness be illumed. 


Perhaps I serve through good and ill 
To furnish one dark spot 

With sacred light to banish gloom, 
And never be forgot. 
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THE QUEST FOR GOD 


I would find God—the sovereign quest of life— 
And finding Him be quit of reason’s strife. 

His handiwork in all around I see, 

But, impotent, behold Him not in me. 

And yet no higher source than this I find— 

To trace a God through haunts of human mind. 


I note exquisite form of rose and tree, 

And yet discern no proof of deity. 

The silver lights that interlace the sky, 

Thrill with their wonder, then dissatisfy. 

I view the beauty of the human face, 

But falter at the acts that so debase. 

I find the joy of life in all I see, 

And then the human pain, and misery. 

I flush with heaving passion’s strange delight, 
Yet find contentment lost in appetite. 


I scan the heart of life for destiny, 
And find it only added mystery. 
I listen to the sweet-lipped brook that tells 
Of soothing shades, and nymph-blest sylvan dells. 
I hear the warble of a bird in ecstasy, 
But none of these reveal divinity. 
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THE QUEST FOR GOD 


I rest my cheek against a human face, 

Or petal of a rose with velvet grace. 

I feel the thrill of some soft hand I love, 
And these more ardently than all will move 
My searching spirit to keep up its quest, 
That I may find the One, and Him attest. 


I sit beside the shattered altars of the gods, 

But fabled fancies turn my dreams to clods. 

I see the white hands on the cross that die, 

And then the scarlet hands that crucify. 

The books I read are burdened with dark doubt, 
And history puts the deepest faith to rout. 

The life that starts with sigh and ends with gasp, 
Leaves little for my anxious soul to grasp. 


Cathedral aisles are filled with kneeling souls, 
But penitence is not the thing consoles. 

I give myself to pleasure’s easy way, 

And turning home, observe all things decay. 
I haunt my soul, and it goes haunting me, 
And both are lost in idle vagrancy. 


I dip my heart in passion’s seething pool, 
And see the shadow of a willing fool. 
I lift my soul in pleading, fervent prayer, 
But silence reigns supreme in sky and air. 
So close to life I hold my beating heart, 
I seem to feel the secret of its art. 
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THE QUEST FOR GOD 


J touch the things that into life are thrust, 
And then behold them falling into dust. 


I test the claims of human friendship 

To see if God be in companionship. 

The tender cords I find too frail to stand 

The strain of cold necessity’s demand. 

And all the things my troubled soul affright, 
Are things of mystery that shed no light. 
Pain, sorrow, sickness, death—so much akin— 
Where with these mysteries shall I begin? 


Each soul must find its own uncertain way, 
Regardless of the traveler yesterday ; 

That we, alone, may find the God we seek 
In solitude, where He to us may speak. 

The revelation is by slow degree, 

And all His laws make time their one decree. 
Time’s evolution is the needful space 

To seek the marvels of eternal grace. 


Supreme authority is righteousness, 

And manifests itself in gentleness. 

The high-priest of the Temple is a child, 
Innocent, pure, with thought all undefiled. 
The cherubim of love are better far 

Than pillared wisdom’s most seraphic star. 
And knowledge cannot bring the sweet delight 
Of childhood’s faith that pierces darkest night. 
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THE QUEST FOR GOD 


The stainless flowers on the altar stairs, 
More holy offerings are than sin prepares. 


The snow-flake, and the petal of a rose, 

The planet’s journey, orbits wide, disclose. 
Through myriad miles of space the earth must go 
For summer’s harvest, and the winter’s snow. 
The deepening purple of the luscious grape, 

The crimson fluid of the berry, shape 

Their mysteries of color eminent, 

Where God’s fond forethought is so evident, 

By waiting for the lifting snow or rain 

From sea and lake, from mountain-peak and plain. 
And with what eloquence does nature speak, 
Where arrows of the sun in silence seek, 

The benedictions in the nursing draught— 

The searching secret of each golden shaft! 

When the thundering batteries of heaven resound, 
I wait a cherished silence more profound 

Than trumpetings in any angry sky, 

Of deathless verities, can testify. 


Transfiguration has its holy hour, 

Transforming all things by love’s mystic power. 

Cathedral windows, dull for lack of light, 

Effulgent shine with colors warm and bright, 

When gilded beams from altar’s tapers reach 

The glass transfigured, as if light had speech. 
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THE QUEST FOR GOD 


The human temples, holier by far 

Than men have ever dreamed, who them do scar, 
These bodies pour a more celestial glow, 

When health its radiant light would fain bestow. 
The face, made dull by blighting ignorance, 
Shines, all illumined, by intelligence. 


The drudging work that solace never knows, 
Resplendent joy transforms until it glows. 
The testing trial that useless seems to be, 

The wisdom of experience will see. 

The earth embraced by dark and starless skies 
Is glorified by every morn’s sunrise. 

And death, that sits in marble silence cold, 
Will furnish hope to those who may behold 
The meaning in the everlasting change 

Of all that dies, returning, wondrous strange. 


Devotion’s gilded selfishness is not 

The holy hand untying mystery’s knot. 

Love’s sacrifice is ever what compels 

The homage of the world where wisdom dwells. 
The queen whose beauty does the gaze transfix, 
Adorns herself with pallid crucifix. 


We wonder at the miracles of old, 

That sacred print, and saintly heart enfold. 
And yet the daily round of circumstance 
May bring miraculous inheritance 
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THE QUEST FOR GOD 


To him who touches life with holy hands, 
And sanctity of thought well understands. 


The fishes and the loaves were marveled at, 
When these, a feast for multitudes that sat, 
Grew plentiful in His sweet, gracious hand 

Who won the populace with love’s command. 

Our hands, our feet, this ruling head of ours, 

Are loaves of plenty in the trying hours. 

Five loaves of grace, when transformed by the will, 
Removing mountains, and more marvelous still, 
Changing the poverty of sin and shame 

To riches, and yet leave a spotless name. 

These eyes that swim in tears—sad human seas— 
May, like the fishes of the lad, increase, 

When sickened hearts of others they search out, 
And furnish truth in common ways devout. 


These bodies—shrines where God, Himself, would 
dwell, 

Love’s residence, faith’s holy citadel— 

Our parent care, and deep concern should be. 

Neglected and debased irreverently, 

They wait to transmit love’s sweet eloquence 

Of other worlds through man’s intelligence— 

The cosmic medium that God employs, 

Wherein to manifest supernal joys. 


For only these can character express. 
_ The rose sheds perfume, these show holiness. 
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THE QUEST FOR GOD 


No other source for rain but vapored cloud. 
These temples, only, for His name to laud. 

No primal cause of heat, but flaming suns; 

No vehicle but these through which thought runs. 
And yet these bodies generate no force. 

To some unending power have they recourse. 

The food we eat will bring no energy. 

It but repairs the waste and injury. 

In food and water and all substance lies 

Another power that each deifies. 


The smallest parts to which all things reduce 
Give evidence of who and what produce. 
Each has its separate intelligence, 

And all derived from mind’s omnipotence. 
The primal cause of all things that we see— 
Eternal thought, divinest entity. 


But thought, unseen, holds some supreme retreat; 
In silence must it reign and rule complete. 
Far, far away, beyond all noise and strife, 
In echoless distance lives its royal life. 
Pervading all, yet touching every part 
Where stirs sweet life, or beats a human heart. 
Its warming breath, impassioned eloquence. 
Its touch, the thrill of mind’s munificence. 
Its isolation, argument for worship rare. 
Its love unmeasured and beyond compare. 
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THE QUEST FOR GOD 


The greatest souls must always lonely be, 
Since isolation aids tranquillity. 

In solitude, and silence, and the night, 

The God we seek will yearning souls invite. 
Here find we God, at last, to be adored, 

In silence, more eloquent than spoken word. 
A peace, a calm, a silence reverent, 

Where man may know he is of God’s descent. 


Into the place where nothing is, but thought, 

The secret place wherein all things are wrought, 
Where glows the sacred fire that never dies, 

And where the solemn plan of all things lis, 

Here come life, soul—primordial things untaught— 
And ruling these, is everlasting thought. 
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THE STAR OF BETHLEHEM 


Star of prophetic fame, 

Out of the East it came, 

Burning with sacred flame, 
Leading to God. 


Set in the darkest night, 

Rimmed with undying light, 

Wise men discerned it right, 
Leading to God. 


Incense they brought, and gold, 

Myrrh, and sweet gifts untold. 

These were the men of old, 
Worshiping God.. 


Bethlehem’s stars of night! 

Such are the hearts made right, 

Where shines a holy light— 
Indwelling God. 


Star of unheral’d fame, 

Mortal, but yet aflame, 

Breathing Emmanuel’s name, 
Lead me to God! 
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THE DREAM OF A KISS 


In a little trundle-bed, 
With its pillows soft and white, 
Sinks a boy’s fair, curly head, 
Lost in slumber for the night. 
Dreams of toys and fairy queen 
Through the gentle eyelids peep, 
While a mother’s form unseen 
Comes to kiss him in his sleep. 


Toys forsaken, life begun, 
Time has brought new dreams at night; 
For the fairy queen is won, P 
And the vision glows with light. 
Form divine, it comes to greet 
Lips of love and blue eyes deep, 
And he wakes and murmurs sweet, 
‘Some one kissed me in my sleep.” 


Dreams find substance in the day, 
And in sportive play at night 
Fancy, reckless, holds her sway, 
Weaving visions golden bright. 
But the dream he loves the best, 
Is the one his heart would keep, 
Till his soul slips into rest, 
Kissed by some one in his sleep! 
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DAT MUTTERIN’ 


My ol’ woman gits to mutterin’, 
An’ she mutters all day long; 
An’ she keeps huh mutterin’ goin’ 

Till I wish she’d lose her tongue. 


Dat’s a senseless conversation, 

Dat jes’ ends whaih its begun; 
Jes’ a lot o’ words a-rumblin’, 

Dat says nothin’ when dey’s done. 


Now de style 0’ conversation 
Dat I likes to heah folks use, 

Is de kind dat has a meanin’ 
An’ kin clarify yo’ views. 


Fo’ my plan o’ conversation 

When dey’s somethin’ wrong, I find, 
Is to spit it out right sudden, 

An’ jes’ git if off my mind. 


But she’s like a storm a-brewin’, 
Wif de thunder rollin’ glum, 
Makin’ noise dat’s good for nothin’, 
An’ yo wish de rain u’d come. 
164 


165 


DAT MUTTERIN’ 


Now ef she was like de lightnin’ 
An’ would hit at somethin’, den 
I could see some sense in talkin’, 
*Stead o’ huh old mutterin’. 
But she keeps right on a-mutterin’ 
Wif huh nowhere-kind o’ talk, 
An’ jes’ once I lost my temper, 
Like a hoss dat’s gwine to balk. 


An’ at last, I said, excited, 
““Now I reckon dat’s enough!”’ 

An’ J shook huh, an’ jes’ shook huh, 
-Tell I shook huh hoses off! 


HA’NTS 


Hants! jes’ ha’nts, dat’s all. 
Dat’s a-plenty too. 

Seare you all so pow’ful, 
Don’ know what to do! 


Comin’ through de key-hole, 
Of yo’ bed-room do’, 

Jes’ a-moanin’ fo’ yo’ soul, 
An’ creakin’ on de flo’! 


Queerest things yo’ evah saw 
Flutt’rin’ on de wall. 

Scarin’ day-lights out 0’ yo’ 
Somethin’ turrible! 


Wish de night was ended, 
An’ de day was neah, 
W’en yo’d be befriended, 

An’ yo’d have no fear. 


Ain’t no sense in keepin’ 
Night time dis a-way. 
Waste o’ time, dis sleepin’, 
W’en yo’s got de day. 
166 


167 


HA’NTS’ 


Ha’nts don’ nevah ’semble 
In de blessed light 

Only makes yo’ trimble, 
W’en its pitch-dark night. 


Anyhow yo’s strongah, 
W’en it’s day-time, too. 

Yo’ kin hold out longah, 
W’en things trouble yo’. 


Sins don’ seem unlawful, 
W’en de sun is bright. 
Everything looks awful, 
An’ ha’nts yo’ in de night! 


Shiverin’ an’ shakin’, 
What’s de sense o’ night, 

W’en it keeps yo’ wakin’, 
Prayin’ fo’ de light? 


Ain’t no use in prayin’, 
Ha’nts kin git yo’ sho’, 
Even w’en yo’s layin’ 
On yo’ back an’ sno’. 


Wish dis bed had wings on, 
So’s it could fly. 

Den I’d sho’ be done gone 
Out dat window, spry. 


HA’NTS 


Listen! Who’s dat talkin’? 
Ha’nts, or pap and mam? 

Somethin’ sho’ is walkin’! 
Heah dat do’ go slam! 


Ha’nts! jes’ ha’nts, dat’s all! 
I kin tell’ em sho’! 

Manners ’most turrible. 
Slammin’ ’body’s do’! 


Ef I live tell mo’nin’, 

I knows whaih I’ll be, 
Settin’ an’ a-moanin’ 

Fo’ my sins. Dat’s me! 
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COME ALONG 


Come along, true believah, come along. 
An’ walk de heavenly road. 

Git yo’ soul full o’ glory, an’ yo’ bosom full o’ song, 
An’ throw off dat wearisome load. 


Come along, wretched sinnah, come along, 
An’ keep up de singin’ all day. 

Yo’ don’ min’ de journey ef yo’ sprinkle it wid song, 
An’ stop only long enough to pray. 


Come along, troubled mou’nah, wid yo’ care; 
De Lawd will carry yo’ load. 

Yo’ ain’t got no burdens dat He don’ want to share, 
Fo’ de Lawd yo’ cain’t discommode. 


Come along, everybody, come along, 
ea de straight an’ narrow uN 
Ef yo’ feels a little crowded, an’ yo’ shouts EP 
gospel song, 
Dey’! heah yo’ in glory some day. 
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GOD’S FOLKS 


God’s folks, I call them. So would you, 

If their good deeds could come to view. 
They seem to spread their blessings ’round, 
Like sun and rain that earth surround. 
Their greatest happiness is when 

They try to serve their fellow men. 


We needed friends. God knows that’s true, 
When we came here, where all was new; 
And all so strange. No wonder we 

Then understood the sanctity 

Of every precious thing life gives— 

Our friends, our home, our relatives. 


Ah! poverty is such a pang! 

A very serpent’s poisoned fang! 

It fills you with such untold dread, 
Till terror everywhere is spread. 
And, though a blessing in disguise, 
Time, only, makes us truly wise. 


For we were young, and just began 
Our little home, and household plan; 
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GOD’S FOLKS 


And then the strike unsettled all, 
And hunger soon began to call. 

God! those were days to try the soul, 
With scarce a joy left to console! 


And then we drifted over here, 

Unknown, unloved, and full of fear. 

And work seemed just as hard to get, 
And wife took ill from care and fret. 
When, strangest of all things to meet, 
These God’s folks came like angels, sweet. 


And cared for wife, and nursed her through 
And gave me some odd jobs to do, 

Till I could get upon my feet, 

And start life over more complete. 

And then, like benediction, came 

The baby, called by God’s folks’ name. 


They had no baby in their home, 

And ours became their very own, 

And brought them such sweet, daily cheer, 
I knew why God had sent us here. 

For they became to wife and me, 

Dearer than our family. 


They made us feel at ease, and free 
In their fine home, as if we, three, 
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GOD’sS FOLKS 


Forever had belonged to them, 

And crowned us with love’s diadem. 
A thousand blessings would we shed 
On God’s folks to whom we were led! 


And there are angels everywhere— 
God’s folks who only live to care; 

Who spread such happiness around, 
You feel that it is sacred ground 

On which their feet of service tread; 
Their home, a shrine, to which God led! 


And now we know religion’s heart— 
Not chant, or creed, or sermon’s art— 
Is loving some one just the same 

As if they bore your family name; 
And being God’s folks every day 

To some one who’s too sad to pray. 
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I SING THE SONG OF ANOTHER 


I sing the song of another, 
And not the song of myself, 
The song of an erring brother, 
Who may not sing for himself. 


The bird that sings in the tree-top, 
Calls softly unto his mate. 

The song my soul would develop, 
Is one that banishes hate. 


In every song that is written, 
With notes of joy or of pain, 

The one for hearts that are smitten, 
Our memories longest retain. 


The chords awaking emotion, 
That over the senses roll, 

Will bring the sweetest devotion 
For songs that enter the soul. 


The music so blithesome and gay, 
- That brings unusual cheer, 
Lasts only for one happy day, 
Untouched by the fallen tear. 
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I SING THE SONG OF ANOTHER 


But once acquainted with sorrows, 
The soul so tender will be, 

Its sobs foreshadow tomorrows 
With songs in a minor key. 


And ever the Great Musician 
Who strikes the chords of the heart, 
Remembers with thoughtful omission, 
The notes of the sadder part. 


That base and treble be blended 
In music as well as in heart, 

Is all that the player intended, 
For melody’s perfect art. 


The Master Artist is playing, 
Touching the keys of the soul, 

All through the melody straying, 
Are notes that plaintively roll. 


Cathedral music is swaying 
The multitudes bending low; 

Soft chords are mingled with praying, 
And upward to heaven they go. 


But one is lost to the singing, 
And sits in silence, alone. 
To him the music is bringing 
Naught but a sob and a moan. 
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I SING THE SONG OF ANOTHER 


He weeps, alone, in his anguish. 
The world is careless of tears. 
It leaves the broken to languish, 
And adds its hate to his fears. 


To sing the song of another, 

One must feel the song he sings. 
To pity an erring brother, 

One must bind the broken wings. 


The song commencing in pity, 
Goes surging along in love, 

With sympathizing entreaty 
For mercy from God above. 


My heart is eaten with sorrow 
For one who sits quite alone, 
And finds no hope in the morrow 

For sins he may not atone. 


For back in the days past finding, 
Some ancestral vice was laid, 

With devious trail unwinding, 
And making the heart afraid. 


The price for someone’s transgression, 
Alas! another must pay. 

A sin that mocks at confession, 
And laughs repentance away. 
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I SING THE SONG OF ANOTHER 


The only notes that will tarry 
In any song that I sing, 

Are those whose music will carry 
Forgiveness on angel’s wing. 


I sing a song that is broken; 
A melody turned aside. 
Ever it echoes a token 
Of love that it cannot hide. 


Fragments keep floating about me; 
Touches of tender refrain. 
Someone is waiting devoutly 
To gather the fragments again. 


May he who values the singing, 
And lives with a broken heart, 

Find blessing in what I am bringing 
For one who is set apart. 


My song I sing for another, 

And sad though the air may be, 
I know to my erring brother, 

The song will be melody. 
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THE MINERS’ COLLECTION 


He was young, but the feller had grit. 

I could see he was makin’ a hit. 

When his sermon was done, he made clear, 
“What we need is a church, boys, right here. 
What’s the matter with tryin’ to see 

How much cash we can raise? Start with me.”’ 
Then he planked down a ten, an’ I found 
He wanted me to pass my hat ’round. 

He meant business: I had to sail in. 

So I called on the boys for the tin. 

”T was a dollar the first feller dropped; 

But I wanted a five, so I stopped. 


“That ain’t jest the right price, Jim!” I said. 
So he laid down a five-spot instead. 
Then the boys give a laugh, an’ I knowed 
That the money that day would be blowed 
Without usin’ a large ’mount o’ lead 
On somebody’s ornery old head. 
So I went through the aisles, an’ the chink 
Kept droppin’ with the liveliest clink, 
Till I got down to Sandy McGann, 
“Jest take back that brass button, my man!” 
‘‘Huh! To hell with the church and with you!” 
Then my six-shooter come into view. 
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THE MINERS’ COLLECTION 


“Now then, Sandy,’ I says, “‘you cough up, 
If you value your bald-headed cup!”’ 

’T was a job to make Sandy look tame, 

But he made up his mind I was game. 

Then a shilling he dropped without fear. 
“Take it back, man, I’m not sellin’ beer. 
Now you'll give every damn cent you’ve got!” 
An’ the money come out on the spot. 

First a dollar, then two, then a five. 

T says, ‘“‘Sandy, give thanks you’re alive!”’ 
An’ the fellers they give sech a shout, 

That poor Sandy himself laughed right out. 


Well, sir, after I held up that crowd, 

We’d a collection to make you feel proud. 
"Twas a thousand an’ more that we got, 
An’ McGann said he’d donate the lot. 

But the preacher looked stumped for a bit, 
Then he answered with ready good wit: 

“T should say that the work was well done, 
Though it’s mostly been raised with a gun; 
Yet I’m thinkin’ that lead, don’t you know, 
Is good leaven for raisin’ the dough!” 
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BEST TIME TO GO A-FISHIN’ 


Yep! Best time to go a-fishin’ 
’S when a feller feels he must. 
*Taint no use a-balkin’ nacher. 
She’s got plans a saint can’t bust. 
When she makes me feel so lazy 
That to work would be a sin, 
I don’t b’lieve in spoilin’ nacher: 
I just quit, and give right in. 


I ain’t got much use for railin’ 

’Gainst the things that don’t seem clear; 
Durned sight better keep on bailin’ 

Out this boat ’fore Dad gits here. 
That’s one thing I’ve often noticed, 

Dad and nacher don’t agree. 
When I want to go a-fishin’, 

Dad seems bent on hind’rin’ me. 


Still sometimes I ain’t sure whether 
Nacher kin take care of me 

When I git back home from fishin’, 
And the fam’ly don’t agree. 

There are several kinds of feelin’s 
That are so mixed up, you see, 

That I don’t jes’ care for fishin’ 
When the subject’s broached to me. 
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FASHIONS IN SOULS 


There are fashions in souls, as well as in clothes, 
And fashions in souls make the man. 
The style, and the fit, and the grace that each 
shows, 
Are part of some well-ordered plan. 


There are souls that are gay, and souls that are sad, . 
Like the garments the body puts on. 

All kinds of souls that in manners go clad, 
Resembling the clothes that we don. 


The artist, whose delicate senses are wrought 
In textures as soft as the sun, 

Wears fabrics in which every color is caught, 
With the many hues blended in one. 


The saint all adorned with holiness rare, 
Untouched by the sins of the race, 

Like unto a priest, in his vestments at prayer, 
Is clothed with a garment of grace. 


The soul of convention, too proper to err, 
Well-groomed as a man and his clothes, 
Lives narrowly on, unwilling to stir 
Beyond what his fashion-book shows. 
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FASHIONS IN SOULS 


The wreck of a soul, with rags that embrace 
A being turned into a clod, 

Is never in fashion, since leaving no trace 
Of what was the image of God. 


The humble, and proud are readily known 
By the garb that adheres ’round the soul. 
The one lives content, never seeking his own; 

The other contests for control. 


There are souls that are dressed in wonderful form 
With temperament for a display. 

They gather distress like the clouds gather storms, 
And every one else disarray. 


There are careless old souls, who never give 
thought 
To manners that grace the true man; 
Remembering not, that clothes should be bought 
For enjoyment of others who scan. 


There are souls who must love, and those who will 
fight, 
And others full-bent upon sin; 
But the soul that is garbed in raiments of light 
Has fashioned his clothes from within. 


Oh, the fashions in souls, with the advent of man, 
Continue about as to-day, 
Why not be in style with the very best plan 
That was patterned for souls to display? 
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OH FURDGE! 


Sambo dressed so fine and neat; 
Liza comin’ down de street; 
Darkies standin’ all aroun’, 
Shirkin’ work, you may be bound. 
Nex’ best job is flirtin’ sly, 
Wit de ladies passin’ by. 
‘“Howdy Liza? Lovely day!” 
Nevah noticed what he say. 
Snappy eyes and head so proud, 
Kind o’ tickles all de crowd 
Sambo cut, but smilin’ gay, 
Dis is all we hyeahs him say, 
“Oh, furdge!”’ 


Ev’rybody at de dance; 
Sambo lookin’ fo’ his chance. 
Stovepipe hat, piccadilly, 
Long frock coat, smilin’ silly. 
Ladies comin’ through de do’; 
Sambo slippin’ on de flo’. 
Dinah sashay cross de room, 
Fines’ bride fo’ any groom. 
‘““May I have de pleasure, deah?”’ 

‘Eggs ain’t chickens ’cause yo’ ’re hyeah!” 
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OH FURDGE 


Almos’ took his bref away, 
W’en we hyeahs him cough an’ say, 
Oh, furdge!”’ 


Sunday night w’en meetin’s out; 
Sambo leanin’ ’gainst de spout; 
Ladies lookin’ mighty fine; 
Boys a-standin’ up in line. 
Ca’line is de bigges’ catch; 
Sambo’s buggy ’side de patch. 
‘May I see yo’ home, Miss Hood?”’ 
“Thank yo’, yes; yo’ ’s very good.” 
Sambo’s vict’ry come at las’! 
Dinah walkin’ home so fas’, 
’Liza by herself go by, 
Sambo say with head up high, 

“Oh, furdge!”’ 
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THE THREE F’S 


If you want to make a fortune, 
And the prize be easy won, 

Then invest your ready money 
In the Fashions, Food or Fun. 


For the poorest must wear clothing, 
And the dullest must have fun, 

And the beggar must keep eating 
Till the course of life is run. 


These three F’s are sordid furies 
That pursue the human race; 

For with Fun, and Food, and Fashions, 
Life keeps up a mad’ning chase. 
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GETTIN’ ’ULIGION 


Dey was holdin’ ’tracted meetin’ 
Down at Shiloh Methodist; 
An’ de noise dat dey was makin’ 
Sholy showed me what I missed. 
I could hyeah dem hallelujahs, 
An’ dem amens way out hyeah, 
An’ de preachah’s words to sinnahs 
’Bout de jedgment bein’ neah. 


I don’ know Jes’ why I did it, 
But I stepped right in de do’ 
An’ I marched myse’f up boldly 
To de front by Sistah Moore. 
Lan’! but she was mighty happy, 
An’ her arms were swingin’ wild, 
An’ I had to dodge so of’en, 
Dat my hat was nearly sp’iled. 


An’ de preachah kep’ on shoutin’, 
An’ de amens came so fas’, 
Dat I almos’ fel’ fo’ suttain 
Dat my time had come at las’. 
Den befo’ I knowed what happen’, 
Sistah Moore let out a yell, 
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GETTIN’ ’ULIGION 


An’ she flopped right ovah on me, 
An’ I knowed she had a spell. 


An’ I also noticed somet’ing 
Dat mos’ took my bref away; 
On her left hand was a di’mon’, 
Dat cos’ mo’ dan her las’ pay! 
I could feel my blood a-b’ilin’ 
Fo’ I fel’ myse’f outraged; 
An’ I pushed her ovah, sayin’, 
‘* Liza Moore, yo’ ’s ’come engaged!”’ 


Dat was quite sufficient sholy, 
Fo’ she rolled her eyes an’ said, 
‘“‘Ef Lis, hit ’s my own business; 
Bettah shet yo’ jealous head.” 
‘‘Now I knows why yo’ ’s so happy,” 
An’ I kind o’ smiled a bit, 
‘“‘T don’ wondah dat de di’mon’ 
Come neah givin’ yo’ a fit.” 


Lan’! I wished you could ha’ seen her, 
Goodness! How ’uligion goes, 
W’en yo’ gits de leas’ bit pers’nal, 
An’ yo’ treads on people’s toes. 
“Look-a-hyeah now, Ca’line Higgins, 
Yo’ ’s done said enough to me; 
Mebbe yo’ ’Il need some ’uligion, 
W’en I tells yo’ who he be!” 
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GETTIN’ ’ULIGION 


Lan’! hit flashed through me so sudden 
Dat I couldn’t speak; I raved. 

An’ de congregation shouted, 
T’inkin’ dat we bof was saved. 

“Oh, my Lawd! hit’s Mistah Jackson!” 
Dat was every word I said. 

But de amens drowned de las’ part, 
Fo’ some sense come in my head. 


Den somebody asked me sudden, 
‘Sistah, has de light broke in?” 
“Yes,” I says, ‘“‘hit has fo’ suttain; 

Don’ yo’ come a-buttin’ in! 
Hit’s a mighty poor ’uligion 
Dat makes people shout an’ sing, 
Jes’ because Mose Jackson give ’em, 
Some one else’s di’mon’ ring!” 
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IN THE SORROWING NIGHT 


The night is not less kindly than the day, 

Nor sorrow more a foe than joy’s sweet way. 
The summer winds that ruffle yon bird’s wing, 
To peaceful rest, white sails and wanderers bring. 


O broken heart that knows the lonely night! 
Ten thousand stars are shining as thy right; 
And every tear that falls from love’s fond eyes 
Shall force the pearl-set gates of Paradise. 
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BEYOND THE SKIES 


Give up my faith? No, never, sir! 
Tis hard to understand. 

Yet, somehow, if God wanted her, 
"Twas best that He demand. 


We loved her. Yes, perhaps beyond 
What may have been our right; 

But God, Himself, seemed still more fond, 
And sought her spirit bright. 


She is to us the holy tie 
That binds inseparable 

Our faith to things beyond the sky, 
Now incomparable. 


So must we wait in patience, till 
He summons us to come 

To be with her, and thus fulfill 
The plan of His dear home. 


But think not that we did not mourn 
Through sorrow’s starless night. 

Perchance there is no darling born 
But adds to heaven’s light. 
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BEYOND THE SKIES 


That little grave that holds our all, 
Is such a precious mound. 

I long to hear the Shepherd call, 
And say our lamb is found. 
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GENESIS 


PROLOGUE 


be 


Qut of the mists that rise from the sea, 
Two spirits wander unknowingly; 
Floating away to the vast beyond, 
Purposeless, aimless and vagabond. 


I am the keeper of a Paradise 
More beautiful than Eden, and ’t is mine. 
”"T was not my task to plan its setting fair, 
Nor yet to say what best would thrive therein: 
I only knew ’t was mine; and it seemed right 
That I should set about to make it bloom, 
And furnish sweetest joys for passers-by, 
That these might catch its fragrance and be moved 
To modest purpose by its well-kept plan. 
My labors all to love could well be turned 
By studied knowledge of its serving worth. 
And when I planted seeds, behold! I found 
They turned to thoughts and these again to deeds, 
That blossomed into life so fair, that men 
Seemed better for the loitering steps they took, 
Pausing to note the silent processes. 
And ever it seemed fairest when I strove 
To make it worthy of some other’s glance. 
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GENESIS 


And yet withal an incompleteness marred ; 
For oft I noticed that with careless tread 

I moved among my garden’s wealth of bloom 
Where pressed the need of still a softer hand 
To twine the petals rare I heedless passed. 
The sacred knowledge of some missing part, 
In night’s deep stillness, would reveal a face 
That knew me well, and spoke familiarly: 

“‘T am thy finished self, that makes complete 
Thy furnished way. Apart from me thy work 
Must ever be undone and suffer loss. 

I am thy comrade, friend. I seek no end 
But this, to serve thee and to bring thee life.” 
And thus I knew that we were one for aye. 


She showed me where my garden’s gate was hid 

Beneath the shrubbery of sweet neglect. 

And taught me where emotion’s entrace lay— 

’T was through the heart, the sunny Southern 
gate— 

While I had kept the Northward entrace free. 

For thought could only come by such a way; 

And thought was cold; but love was warm and 
kind. 

And then she showed me the eternal stream 

Of passion that coursed my garden through; where 

Upon its banks grew every favored tree 

That flowered into life’s most luscious joys. 
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And then with gentle hand and face of calm, 
Led me to the sea that laved the shore 
Of my earth’s home, and I beheld its tide. 


““'Twixt God and man the Sea of Sorrow rolls, 

And none may reach Him till that sea is crossed. 

And never mariner may move his barque 

Beyond the harbor of his pent-up self, 

Until he fashion first enduring mast, 

And on its pallid cross nail every joy.” 

And then in love she showed me death’s white face, 

And bade me not to fear, but win its smile; 

For smile it could, but only when its face 

Was turned towards God. ’Twas then a sunset’s 
glow. 


I could but ask: ‘‘How long shall life so sweet 
Its garden’s beauty keep, and stay awhile 
Within the gates that must eternal close?”’ 
And thus she spake: “Till you and I have seen 
The precious seed of love renew itself, 

And serve as gard’ner when our day is spent. 
Each seed must be on holy service bent; 

For idle purpose is the serpent’s trail 

That through the garden if it once shall move, 
Will blight each bud and reap the harvest, Death 
Himself alone should claim, when time is done.” 


Across the garden fell the gladdening sun. 
It nourished every gentle thing that grew; 
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And most of all it gathered up the dew 

From God’s great Sea of Pain and sent it free; 
And every tree and vine and bud dropped tears; 
But each was better for the thing endured. 

And when the glories of the night passed through, 
There came sweet rest. And every bitter blight 
Was vanquished when the morning sun returned. 
And when disturbing footprints marred the beach, 
God’s sea in mercy laved the shore until 

The record vanished, and healing zephyrs 
Breathed one long benediction o’er the world. 


EPILOGUE 
Now where the mists rise out of the sea 
Two spirits mingle in harmony; 


Slipping away to a vast beyond, 
Entering life in a holy bond. 
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THE PRICE 


O God! A beggar at Thy door. 
He knocks, who never knocked before. 
His costly garb belies his caste. 
The gold his trembling hands hold fast, 
Is not his present quest. 
He comes reluctant. Bound by pride, 
He brushed in scorn Thy hand aside 
These long, long years; till all his hoard 
Made him of men a mighty lord; 
But now he begs for rest. 


For rest! O God, didst Thou discern 
The ill content, the torment burn 
His soul until its ashes fell 
So fast they walled him in a hell 

Of terror. Then he prayed. 
Within his house of cindered dreams, 
Friends answered not his thrilling screams; 
For these were busy counting gold 
That he had paid for love they sold 

To him in shameful trade. 


And then he begged for one last sip 
Of wasted joy. His parchéd lip 
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In vain besought the soothing draught; 
Whilst mem’ry fiendishly laughed, 

And clinked his mocking gold. 
His shrunken soul, a new-found fear, 
Hissed in his too-unwilling ear: 
“The only thing that filled thy day, 
Thou craven, was this yellow clay. 

All else was dead and cold.”’ 


And then? Ah, God! ’t was then he came 

To this last door in heedless shame, 

And proffered Thee his golden store 

If Thou to him wouldst grant once more 
The sense of joy’s sweet taste. 

Thy answer? God! how it hath left 

An empty void still more bereft! 

‘“T ask a price no fool can pay. 

Thy soul,O man! What hast to say?” 
““My soul? I thought it waste. 


‘May I not buy my way to Thee? 
I bought all else that came to me. 
I traded well. My measured gain 
Was twice and thrice the cost. Nor vain 
Was e’er my golden quest. 
Behold my wealth. I own these lands, 
These mighty ships, these iron bands. 
IT yield them all; but grant me this, 
To know my youth’s discerning bliss 
Of star-eyed joy and rest.”’ 
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“With such a price, thou couldst not buy 
The smallest atom of the sky. 
Nor trade again thy hoarded store 
For priceless pearl from Heaven’s shore 
Thy youth so willing lost. 
Thou art more beggared by thy gold. 
Naught purchased thou, yet all things sold. 
I ask a price. How wilt thou pay? 
Thy soul I seek; not this dull clay; 
What Cave thou of cost?” 


A beggar still outside Thy door, 
He hides his useless, yellow store. 
His costly robe slips down in haste; 
A shriveled heart reveals the waste 

Of what was once his quest. 
He comes with tears and loosened pride; 
He takes Thy hand once brushed aside; 
He calls Thee friend. His plea is heard. 
Admitted by Thy promised word, 

He stands an honored guest. 
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PART 


It is coming! It is coming 
with a devastating blight, 
Laying waste the holy places 
that were filled with Freedom’s light! 


’Tis the tread of marching armies. 
’Tis a host on fury bent. 

’Tis the surging mob, in anger, 
crying loud with discontent. 


There are wrongs that must be righted. 
There are griefs we must assuage. 
And the Lord of Battle hallows 
in His conquest human rage. 


*Tis a storm of mighty protest, 

and it thunders loud and strong; 
For the people are revolting, 

singing war songs ’gainst the wrong. 


For the day of retribution 
is now dawning in our land, 
And the God who rules o’er battles 
is the Leader in command! 
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When our courts and halls of justice 
every sacred trust forsake, 
Confiscation, revolution 
is the answer people make! 


We are bondmen and not freemen, 
yet ye boast of Liberty. 

We no longer bide in patience. 
We no longer bend the knee. 


There are shackles that the law makes; 
There are fetters wrought in sin; 
And the way of justice clatters 
with the chains ye bind us in. 


Ye have slain our pure traditions; 

Bought and sold our priceless right; 
And your mocking deeds are answer 

to the wrongs our prayers recite. 


Legislation, checking evil, 
seemingly has ceased to be; 

And the aid it offers Privilege 
makes of law a travesty. 


Government, formed for the governed, 
. has become the facile tool 
Of the office-holding leeches 
who have confiscated rule. 
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And the bribery that buys men, 
permeates the structure, till 
Domination is by money, 
and ignores the people’s will. 


Rectitude, a vanished virtue, 

Faith, a thing become so frail, 
That, all confidence departed, 

even honor is for sale! 


Education, meant as blessing 
for the poor of our fair land, 
Has become as husks where bounty 
was the thing our forbears planned. 


Oh, the sacred dreams that perished, 
held by Pilgrim fathers, grand, 
Who once cherished holy visions 
as a consecrated band! 


Where is now our vaunted freedom, 
and our hate of cruel kings? 

Wealth and Privilege are tyrants, 
and the laws despotic things. 


All the gifts of kindly nature 

have ye made your private right, 
And denied the common people 

all but hunger’s cruel fight. 
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Just to make a few men rich, by 
making thousands very poor. 
Till the wretchedness of want 
shall open wide some almshouse door. 


Never greater need in history 

has there been for one to grow 
To the stature of a hero, 

crying, ‘‘ Let my people go!” 


“To your tents!”’ the cry, oh Israel! 
There was never greater need 
For the vigor of your manhood 
to undo a cruel deed! 


Oh the covenant with mankind 
is as dear as life itself! 
Ye have shattered all our idols 
in the mad pursuit of pelf! 


And the cruel wrongs inflicted, 
have aroused a demon’s might, 
And ye blanch with fear, and tremble 
as ye contemplate the sight 


Of a mighty race of freemen 
lifting hands in cruel chains, 
Who aroused to their condition, 
clamor till the right obtains. 
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Laugh them not to scorn, ye triflers. 
’Tis a holy war they wage. 

There are days of judgment coming 
in this flaming human rage. 


Tis not tariffs, nor the trusts that 
are so much at fault today. 
’Tis because a nation’s virtues, 
and ideals have gone astray. 


Righteousness, a nation’s bulwark, 
has long ceased to hold a place, 
And the despots ruling blindly, 
have defied God to His face. 


Socialism, the one spectre 

capital can never brook, 
Sees a vision, and will never 

take another backward look. 


Who can stem this pent-up fury? 
Bring contentment out of stress? 
Curb the reign of passion surging? 
Check society’s distress? 


There is need of calmer thinking 
than the rabble now reveals. 
There is need of tender healing. 
There is need of new appeals. 
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Who will guide the tide’s on-rushing? 
Who will bring us peace and rest? 
Scan, ye men, the dawn’s horizon. 
See another force invest. 


God, whose vigilance eternal, 

watches o’er His children, dear, 
Has reserved a holy army 

for this hour drawing near. 


PART 2 


Lo, there comes another legion, 
not in militancy drest, 

But with stirring, unstained banners, 
making right its holy quest. 


There are flood-gates fairly bursting 
with the eagerness of right, 
And the vision in the distance 
is of women robed in white. 


For the God who rules earth’s kingdoms, 
has preserved inviolate 

In the Souls of maid and mother, 
Freedom’s dream immaculate. 


’Tis a consecrated phalanx 
singing Liberty’s glad song, 
And the standards blaze triumphant, 
as they march with faith along. 
203 


THE CONQUERORS 


Holy women bent on seeing 
that the God of Love returns 
To rule over mighty nations 
where Truth’s camp-fire gleams and burns. 


Guardians of the homes, they see what 
blinded men refuse to see, 
Every civic highway leading 
to the home’s security. 


All the portals of the fireside 

open wide to every road 
That is either clean or vicious, 

and admits some moral code. 


Highways fraught with gravest dangers 
to the children yet unborn 
That a motherhood, discerning, 
would preserve from blighting scorn. 


Highways reeking, all unchallenged, 
with the vice men turn to gold, 
Where the youth are sorry victims 
of this monster stanch and bold. 


And because no crusade focused 
on the evils of the hour, 
Loyal women have determined 
to destroy wrong’s withering power. 
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And no selfish motive bring they 

to the cause of human right, 
But the altruistic purpose 

of undoing evil’s might. 


They have come to rescue mankind 
from the slavery endured, 

That the centuries have witnessed, 
and too palpably obscured. 


And they give their blood most freely 
as the martyrs gave of old, 

For the sake of Freedom’s scutcheon 
long besmirched by guilty gold! 


Oh the lasting shame of mankind, 
to persist in the denial 

Of the simple right of justice 
‘when our nation is on trial! 


Lo, the cause has won new champions. 
Hither come this mighty throng, 
And the spirits out of heaven 
cheer them on with victor’s song. 


And the shades of holy women— 
Florence Nightingale, Bess Neal, 
Elizabeth Cady Stanton, 
Frances Willard—still appeal 
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To the mighty host assembled 
on the battlefield below, 

To press on and yield no quarter 
to Democracy’s last foe! 


Lucy Stone, Victoria Woodhull, 
Susan Anthony look on; 
Abby Kimber, Clara Barton— 
all with heart-pangs undergone; 


Anna Dickinson, the gifted— 
nearest like Joan of Are— 

And Lucretia Mott, the Quaker— 
Liberty’s reviving spark. 


And the leaders who still champion 
the great cause of human right— 
Anna Shaw, beloved Jane Addams— 
thunder with crusader’s might! 


Shout a rousing cheer, compatriots! 
"Twas for us these souls endured, 
To achieve this hour of triumph 
that the future be assured. 


What a heritage they left us! 
Outposts taken one-by-one! 
Shall we forfeit all this valor? 
Leave one single task undone? 
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Nay, but rather, we, assembled, 
consecrate ourselves anew; 

Never yielding, till beholding 
equal rights for all ensue. 


Thought is ever universal, 

and it reaches to all men, 
But a chosen few are destined 

to transfix it with the pen. 


Ye who hold the golden key to 
heaven’s treasury of words, 

Give to Freedom’s speech its pinions 
as our God gives wings to birds. 


Then to woman will be given 
honor for the part she played, 
Chaining dogs of war that Peace might 
rule the land for which she prayed. 


When the broken-hearted languish, 
and appeal unto the skies, 

Will the Lord of Battle answer? 
Nay the God of Love replies. 


When men cease to rend each other 
with the bullet and the sword, 
They will see the vision rising 
of the Angel of the Lord! 
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In the sunlight of the morning, 

when the wrongs no more contend, 
When men cease to slay each other, 

will the Prince of Peace descend. 


Oh ye women, God anointed. 
keep the trust imposed in ye, 
Till the battle waged for Freedom 
shall be crowned with victory! 


PART 3 


Christ as advocate of women 

puts deriding man to shame, 
Since the cause of human justice 

was the thing He did proclaim. 


With what tenderness he met them, 
giving all an equal place 

With the men in His salvation— 
not as some inferior race! 


He will ever be the Hero 
of the lovers of the Right, 

Who with sinless hands once banished 
from the human heart its blight. 


‘He who did for cause of woman 
more than any other man, 
Still regards the cry for Freedom 
in the great eternal plan. 
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There are still old-fashioned people 
who believe in prayer today, 
Mixed with holy zeal a-plenty, 
and the grace of faith alway. 


Prayers have been the sweet baptism 
of the cause we represent, 
And we still believe God answers 
prayers that Truth has upward sent. 


Yield, then, what is sought in fairness. 
Hinder not the cause of Truth. 
Act like men, and do to others 
as ye would have them, forsooth. 


All the world awaits a reason 
that would justify dissent 
To the simple proposition 
of the cause we represent. 


Hearts of stone were not intended 
for the human breast to bear, 
And a wrong that goes unchallenged, 
to some soul must bring despair. 


No man ever reaches manhood 
till a woman’s tenderness 
Is a part of his possession, 
and he weeps in sore distress 
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At the cruel pangs of sorrow 
laid upon the human race, 
By the men who banish Freedom, 
and the cause of Truth abase. 


And when cowardice and blindness 
taint a woman’s sacred name, 
All the manhood born of woman 
marks the cheek with burning shame. 


No true man will ever sanction 
a reflection on the one 

Who beneath her heart has carried 
him who still remains her son. 


Hear the tramping of the army 
in which Faith can never die, 
And whose cause the God of Justice 
will forever sanctify! 


It is coming! What is coming? 

Faith and Hope and Love supreme. 
And a woman’s soul is crying 

Liberty’s eternal theme! 
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He is sleeping alone with the roses tonight, 
With the roses he loved and caressed. 

I am heavy with woe, but the roses are light, 
As they tenderly lie on his breast. 


He is sleeping alone, but the roses seem right, 
Though the thorns are reserved for my breast; 
And my heart is less sad, and the roses more bright, 

As I think of them sharing his rest. 


Alone with the roses! Sweet Christ, not alone; 
The roses he loved and caressed, 

Seem only for this to have blossomed and grown— 
To lie with him there on Thy breast. 


UNREST 


Unresting soul! is there no place 
Where peace is meant to stay? 

Or is it thus thy conquests trace 
Their deviating way? 


Hast thou no anchorage in the years 
That like a sea surge ’round? 

No place to rest among the spheres 
That spin in ways profound? 


What makes for rest? What brings content? 
If these be solemn ends 

In whose attaining years are spent, 
Who is it comprehends? 


What purpose foul, or plan well-meant 
Unsatisfies thy day, 

Yet leaves thee with thy folded tent 
Celestially to stray? 


There is no rest, nor yet content 
As through thy changing way 
The heights are reached, if thou lament 
Thy disappointing day. 
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Nor would’st thou e’er be satisfied 
With inactivity 

That sees thy wishes gratified 
In dull satiety. 


Then press thou on, nor blindly go, 
But take fresh courage, soul, 

Nor count unrest to be a foe 
When faith is in control. 


If naught of earth can satisfy, 
What need of better guide? 

A higher view shall clarify 
The visions that divide. 


On! On! exulting, restless soul, 
Till earth and time are run, 
When through the ages that unroll, 
God’s clarion sounds, ‘‘ Well done!”’ 
Then shalt thou know that rest and peace 
Are holier names for life, 
Whose godlike labors never cease, 
Yet have no part in strife. 
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I am sitting alone with my sorrow 
In the house of my soul’s sad plaint, 
And where the white feet of the morrow 
Approach with the tread of a saint. 


In this house of regret I am keeping 
A vigil that never may cease, 

While ’round me the dead past comes creeping, 
Restraining the white feet of peace. 


The ashes of virtue lie shriveled, 
The gaunt eyes of fear stare at me; 
The walls of my conscience are leveled, 
That the face of my soul I may see. 


And I shudder to think of the anguish 
In the wordless reproaches it brings, 
While midst desolate ruins I languish, 
And the garment of death ’round me clings. 


With the solace of pity denied me, 
I crouch in the shade of my sin. 
Lest the joy of a tear be unseemly, 
I stifle despair from within. 
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For every dead hope is a phantom 
That grimaces over its tomb; 

The specters of pleasure, at random, 
Mock pitilessly at my sad doom. 


And a hand that was mine is inditing 
A sentence of fate on the wall, 

While my soul interpreting the writing 
Is more fearful to see than it all. 


In a silence so dread and pervading, 
Transmitting each throb of the past, 
Remorse, black-winged, comes invading— 
Grim scavenger of mem’ries that last. 


With the will of a master I summon 
My powers again to their task; 

But their service to me once so common 
Is forfeited now, ere I ask. 


And sitting alone with my sorrow 
In the house of my soul’s complaint, 
I dream that the future may borrow 
The virtues and grace of a saint. 


The white feet that tread where I sorrow— 
Too pure for the breath of a word— 

Are tenderly bearing the morrow 
As wings bear the weight of a bird. 
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But soft though they tread in life’s hallway, 
The prints that are marked show with blood; 
For the path that they follow must alway 
Pass over the brink of sin’s flood. 


And I clutch at the feet of each morning 
To wipe with the hairs of my head, 

While the house-bells of conscience give warning, 
‘““Time’s feet trail the shroud of the dead.”’ 


I am sitting alone with my sorrow, 
And utter no word of complaint, 

For I know the white feet of the morrow 
Will press with the grace of a saint. 
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For twenty long years she had met the same train, 
In summer and winter, in sunshine and rain. 
Twenty long years, never missing a day! 

Twenty sad years, with a silent dismay! 


And her sorrowful eyes would scan every face 

As she clasped her thin hands in a bitter embrace; 

A stifled low moan, and a face blanched with pain. 

Then she slipped out of sight like the unthinking 
train. 


She came and she went with her mind all a blank, 
Save for this one event that held sacred rank; 
And ever each day as the train-time returned, 
Her heart came expectant, her weary eyes burned. 


But the look died away, and the eyes lost their 
light, 

As her shabby black figure passed out in the night. 

In anight that was rayless, loveless, unsphered, 

She moved like a phantom and then disappeared. 


Twenty long years, and the years full of death, 
Stifling the heart and abating the breath! 
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In unfailing hope to the place of their tryst 
She came like a shadow, and went like the mist. 


And if he should come through the darkness 
without 

Would the half-crazed remnant of her hope die out? 

Or the years be rolled back and leave her a bride, 

Or sepulchered heart show where love long since 
died? 
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WHO ARE THESE? 


Tis the holy Sabbath day 
When men pray. 

In a most exalted way 
Hear them say: 


“Holy, Holy, Holy Lord 
Most adored! 

Let Thy gracious gifts be poured 
To reward.” 


*T is the holy Sabbath day 
When men pray; 

And the toilers in dismay 
Hear them say: 


“Holy, Holy, Holy Lord 
Well adored! 

On the poor our gifts we poured 
From our hoard.” 


’T is the white-heat Judgment-Day 


When men pray, 
And the Lord so oft adored 
Turns to say: 


WHO ARE THESE? 


“Unto all my gifts I gave 
To enrich; 

Who comes bringing? Friend or knave? 
Answer, which?” 


Then the angels round the throne 
Where men pray, 

Gather up the hearts of stone 
To repay. 


Lo, a white-robed throng appears 
In the way, 

And a shout triumphant cheers— 
‘These are they 


‘‘Who Thy precious gift have sought 
While men schemed; 

And with white hands have they brought 
Souls redeemed!”’ 
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Out of the harbor, into the sea, 

Loosed from thy moorings, buoyant and free, 
Go, happy ship! my prayers urge thee on; 
Bring them to safety who from me are gone. 


Out of the harbor, into the sea, 

Loosed from all earth-ties, sinless and free, 
Go, happy soul! my prayers waft thee on, 

I would in safety come where thou art gone. 
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Just a dinky little schoolhouse, 
And a kinky little maid, 

And two blinky little eyelets 
In a perfect renegade. 


Just a pinky little schoolboy, 
And a winky little maid, 
When a kinky little battle 
By two pairs of eyes is made. 


Just a linking little armlet 
’Round a shrinking little maid, 

When a slinking little mouselet 
Comes to join the ambuscade. 


Just a blinky, pinky lover, 
And a kinky, winky maid, 

And a slinking, shrinking mouselet 
In the dinkiest parade. 


Just a would-be hero vanquished 
By a girlie’s shriek aloud; 
But a good old adage lingers, 
Two is company, three’s a crowd. 
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Said Hans to Yacob, ‘‘ Now, vat is dis ting 
Dat der peoples calls transfermigration?”’ 
_“Vell, Hans,” said Yacob, “such questions you 
bring! 
Don’t you never had no education? 


“You see, ven you dies, Hans, you ain’t yust 
right dead, 
You got to be somedings besides. 
You’re a leetle dog first, den a bird, blue or red, 
Und dere’s vere your soul goes und hides. 


“You’re a nice leetle pup vich some rich lady buys, 
Und takes on her lap for to pet, 

Und, by golly, den, Hans, you yust goes und dies, 
Und comes out a leetle bird yet. 


“Den you lives in a cage mit a nice leetle schwing, 
Und you schwings und schwings till you dies, 

Ven you turns to a donkey, und dat’s der last ting, 
Und der neighbors comes out und looks wise. 
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“Und dey pulls your long ears, and pet you some- 
how 
Und says ven all troo mit der fuss, 
‘Vell, Hans, old man, you ain’t much different 
now 
From der ting vat you used to vas.’”’ 
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DEATH OF MARK TWAIN 


Friend of my youth, must I bid thee adieu, 

Like the dear days that have slipped out of view, 
Vanishing into a dreamy past, 

Friend of my youth, beloved to the last? 


Textured in wit and good humor, thy soul 
Claims even Paradise, winningly droll. 
Dear to the Gods, still dearer to men, 
Long will we smile and behold thee again. 


Thine was the gift to make merry and glad, 
Out of a heart that was broken and sad. 

Smiles were the creases and wrinkles of care, 
Wrought into glorified sunshine and prayer. 


Broad as the river thy pilot-hand plied, 

_ So coursed thy love like its silver-streaked tide. 
Friends were as many as stars in the sky; 
Greetings are over. The world bids ‘‘good-by.” 


Crowned with a coronet whiter than snow; 

Gray-haired and weary thy head lieth low. 

Yet in death’s vale friendly lights are aflame, 

Borrowing their beams from thy glorious name. 
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Friend of my youth, we never shall part; 

Life is unending where love keeps the heart. 
Longing for death thou hast found fuller life; 
Friend of my youth, thou art done with the strife. 


Merriest tramp that was ever abroad, 

Earth moves more kindly, seems less to defraud. 
Ended with toil, thou wilt never more roam; 
Sweet be thy rest, "loved ‘‘Innocence at Home.’”’ 
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With every line of grace preserved, and strength 

Abundant showing in thy storm-scourged length, 

Thy tangled spars and masts in sad dismay 

Above the wild sea tell thy hopes’ decay, 

And ghosts of men go haunting thy dark deck, 
Thou splendid wreck! 


O fallen monarch, rest thy snow-crowned head 
Upon oblivion’s pillow in fate’s bed. 
While life’s low fire sends a flickering spark 
Into the eyes that held men to their mark 
And won obedience to thy every beck, 

Thou splendid wreck! 


O once fair queen, thy court hath long since fled— 

Rosebud cheeks, carmine lips, proud eyes—all dead! 

Yet mocking time withholds death’s hoary hand 

To spare awhile thy grace and manners grand, 

As age untwines youth’s pearls from thy fair neck, 
Thou splendid wreck! 
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I am dreaming, dreaming, dreaming 

Of a pair of eyes whose gleaming 

In the twilight sets me teeming 
With a love I can’t deny. 


’T is a pair of eyes whose teasing 

Is most wonderfully pleasing, 

And their coquetry unceasing 
Would a lover justify. 


Just a pair of eyes whose beaming 


Makes the world worth while redeeming 


When I think of them esteeming 


Such a worthless rogue as I. 


Let me keep on dreaming, dreaming 
Of those eyes with love a-gleaming 
Till I lose myself in seeming 

Theirs alone to satisfy. 
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Tam. This is the final thought remains— 
The all-concluding judgment, Soul retains! 
Moot as I will of Life, Mind but returns 

To this one lasting fact that lives and burns. 
The proof of matter, with attendant ill, 

Is all too palpable for sense to kill. 

Deny it as we will, Truth still persists 

With evidence no honest mind resists. 


It is of small concern from whence I came; 
But where I go, is Life’s unceasing aim. 

The voiceless centuries that portray man’s fate, 
Reveal no creed to guide his future state, 

Save what cold Truth infallibly displays 

As sign-posts marking the Eternal Ways. 

The bird that seeks the milder clime will fly 
Unerring to the land of summer sky. 

I grope amid the mysteries of Mind 

To find a pathway where my Soul walks blind. 
Another’s fate, for me, will not suffice. 

My soul is burdened with its own device. 


The chrysalis will burst its bonds some day. 
The tides, unerring, must night’s orb obey. 
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I hold within my Soul’s unfinished course, 
Eternal purposes that I, alone, must force. 
The dogmas of experimental faith 

Resolve themselves into a fleeting wraith. 
The cruel superstitions men devise, 
Blaspheme a God with purposes all-wise. 

I am within the Universal Mind— 

A cosmic consciousness that would be kind. 


In fair Religion’s name the foulest deeds 

Of history mark Faith’s revolting creeds. 
Savanarola, Galileo, each 

In his own sphere, the blameless Truth did teach. 
For these, the church could show no better grace 
Than rack or gibbet, or a martyr’s place. 

The blackest night that history can record, 

Is Saint Bartholomew’s, a scene abhorred 

By every lover of true Liberty, 

And independent thought’s authority! 

The cruel reign of Bloody Mary stains 

The printed page wherever truth remains. 


Yet all these acts were wrought in His sweet name 
Who broken hearts once healed, and without 

blame! 
How far religion’s creeds from Truth may run 
Cannot be measured by most distant sun. 
And e’en today, in this enlightened age, 
Man writes his hate upon immortal page! 
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““My brother’s keeper” is an idle phrase 

Where dogma tortures while man kneels and prays. 
The currents rising in each spear of grass 

The honesty of human acts surpass. 

The reign of Love has less of meaning, far, 

Than reign of Gold, the despot, popular. 


Iam. With this first premise must I start, 
If from Life’s plan I would not far depart. 
The price of all my acts I needs must pay. 
Let this be my first knowledge of Truth’s Way. 
For Truth is as inviolably fixed 

As are the laws with which my Life is mixed. 
I worship Truth, whose holy laws are writ 
Wherever Force in any frame is knit. 

The water-wasp, without instruction’s guide, 
For each new generation will provide 

The food required, and forget no need 

That makes complete the welfare of its seed. 
While I must ever learn the devious ways 

Of all Life’s wondrous and mysterious days. 


The holy, unexampled laws of Truth 

I glean uncompromisingly from youth. 

Experienced age but sees me wiser grown, 

And yet new truths are waiting to be known. 

The instinct, all complete, of lower life, 

Was not intended for this human strife. 

The Mind, the Soul, to higher laws aspire. 

We seek to know, and knowing, feeds desire. 
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The holy laws of Truth glow with a grace 

That stirs my Soul with Triumph’s faultless pace. 
And noting every secret lure of sense, 

I grasp the meaning of each consequence. 

The screech of circumstance, and loud event 
Wait upon Truth to know why these were meant. 
If government of Life is perfect law, 

My prostrate Soul is filled with reverent awe. 

For thus I know religion’s heart and’fire 

Exceeds the range of speech that would aspire 

To compass this supreme emotion’s thrill— 

The knowledge of an Ever-ruling Will! 


No house of. stone need we for Truth’s abode. 
The moral force of Right an open road, 

And furnished with whate’er the traveler need, 
Without allegiance to some baneful creed. | 
The imposition of no human chain 

To shackle him who seeks diviner plane. 

No empty jargon of a church to curse; 

No soulless platitude of wisdom terse; 

No doubtful tenets of some fruitless creeds, 
Sufficing not for hungry, human needs. 


The shroud that wraps religion’s ghastly cant, 
Truth’s shining garments must, at last, supplant. 
The perfect All demands each unit’s aid 

To rid the soul of that which makes afraid. 
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The senseless fear that strengthens church or state, 
The Sun of Truth, perforce, must dissipate. 

And each must realize himself a part 

Of Mind’s intelligence—the cosmic heart 

Of all that is, and all that seeks to be— 

Or else remain a lifeless vacancy. 


If Life reveal not God and man are kin, 
There is no need of punishment for sin. 

If not a part of Universal Mind, 

Why grant the Soul the power to unwind 
The mysteries of some pervading plan 
That only man’s intelligence can scan? 

The Universal Life all-reverent, 

Regards no form too fixed for its intent. 
The changes are progressive steps that lead 
To higher spheres that variance decreed! 


Our Reason walks with weary, bruiséd feet. 

But Intuition soars with wings complete. 

The conscious mind is not so much the man 

As that sub-conscious force that knows Life’s plan. 

The farthest vision claims not creature’s eyes. 

The Prophet and the Poet pierce the skies. 

Freedom, perfect, is of Infinite Mind. 

The finite conscience everlastingly walks blind. 

The right of choice suggests the highest power. 

Of man’s estate and his eternal dower. 

Though birds may choose the wisps to build a nest. 

With love of young, fond Nature fills the breast. 
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The plan of Life is not some idle guess, 

Nor some mind’s fancy managed pitiless. 
Though like the compass, Life may go astray, 
Magnetic poles forever hold their sway. 
There is no evil known to Him who made 
All things for good that never can degrade. 
It is but dark when Light is nowhere near. 
And absent Good makes Evil to appear. 

I cannot think the smitten leaf of tree 

That holds a new creation’s destiny, 

Is any less a perfect plan of Life 

Than laws that govern human stress and strife 
To regulate my state and destiny— 

A sacrifice to reach eternity. 


The Universal Will suggests desire. 

Perfect Life responds to laws much higher 
Than any personal or selfish thing 

That human wishes, of themselves, can bring. 
Involved in each is the Eternal Plan. 
Potential Life is born within a man. 

That which we know, is not what we inquired, 
But latent gift developed, not acquired. 

All understanding has its source within. 

The Royal Road to Knowledge, all may win, 
Who seek the source of Life.in everything. 
Encased within the worm lies dormant wing. 
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To manifest the image of a God 

Requires more than the five senses, odd. 
The dream invisible, the ideal thought, 
Become the visible, yet all untaught. 

To love my neighbor as myself implies 

A faultless knowledge of what best applies 
To my own good and lasting benefit 

That all my ripened powers may transmit 
To him the proof of some complete result 
Of my own joys o’er which I may exult. 
Of less concern to Knowledge should it be 
Of what environs that my Mind can see 
Than training of the attributes of Soul 
To be the head and master of the whole. 


Religion’s force is centred in the Soul. 

Not from without does it obtain control. 
Authority that vests it is not driven. 

It is its own impulsion, conscience-thriven. 
From negative to positive we move, 

And all the Christ’s beatitudes this prove. 
“Thou shalt’ is what the Soul, itself, commands, 
And satisfies the Infinite demands. 

Not what we think is right, but what the Law 
Of Life determines, that must overawe. 

The true religion is the God in man, 

The Spirit, holy, of a perfect plan. 
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The curses flung at any erring brother, 
Return to vex the sender, not another. 

The condemnation we so free pronounce, 
Makes everyone the Christ, as well, denounce. 
If tolerance is not a Law of Love, 

There was scant cause for what the Master strove. 
For Brotherhood and Fatherhood, alike, 
Contention from our daily life must strike. 

The Providence that does all things supply, 
Denies the imputation and the lie, 

That God has ever manifested hate 

Or angry passions of a low estate. 


Prayer but acknowledges a higher source 

Of power to which man must have recourse. 
He sets aside no Universal Law, 

But from the Source of All must ever draw. 
Life may begin with very low desires, 

But finally to God all Thought aspires. 
Religion, like all things, begins with self, 
And naught is known, until one knows himself. 
And prayer is vision all-idealized, 

And service is the dream full-realized. 
Desire grows into a holy thing. 

And aspiration soars on angel’s wing. 

“As in the heart one thinketh,”’ so is he, 
And action is thought’s normal legacy. 


236 


VERITAS VINCIT 


A human cry is but the call of need— 

A kindly law—Life’s universal creed. 

Pain is not senseless, cruel misery. 

It is Life’s struggle for supremacy. 

Remorse is not the Mind’s infirmity. 

It is but Truth’s appeal to honesty. 

The sentimental bundle we call Love, 

Is not akin to virtues from above. 

The Life that cannot know the human pain, 
Will feel no measure of eternal gain. 


The highest Love makes no account of ill. 
It only labors to perform Life’s Will. 
Unselfishness is rounding out the plan 
Intended to reveal the God in man. 

And sin is but usurping what was meant 
To be Life’s universal good intent. 

And all the blight of selfishness retained, 
Is visited on him who wrong sustained. 

If Life be naught but broken plan of God, 
How reprehensible a thing so odd. 

As His designing so unfair a scheme 

That makes of Life an empty, idle dream. 


I no more grieve to see the shriveling shrouds 

Enwrap our bodies, than to know that clouds 

Will for the briefest hour hide the sun, 

Though day’s fair pilgrimage has just begun. 
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The constellations fixed in arching sky, 

Presume a Mind these worlds will certify. 

The throbbing life of every tree and plant 
Bespeaks an everlasting covenant 

’Twixt Life and Mind, that brings me to my knees 
In adoration of Love’s ways that please. 


For utterance of Laws that men have found, 
The martyrs testify to hate profound. 
Unwelcome, always, is the sacred way 

In which God opens up Eternal Day. 

The cosmic plan of universal Good 

Is God’s intent, so little understood. 

We may not comprehend a Life Divine, 
But God-in-man becomes no empty shrine. 
The fullest Life approaches Deity, 

And enters into heaven’s Sovereignty. ) 
The one atonement that all Life must make 
Is sacrificing Self for Truth’s own sake. 


OH, HEART OF MINE 


Oh, heart of mine, and heart of thine, 
Between us, what a wooing! 

Oh, love divine, in human shrine, 
Thou art the world’s undoing! 


Oh, white of heat, and passion’s beat, 
Unconquerable seducer! 

Thou art the sweet, unholy cheat, 
And infinite traducer! 


Yet let me die, if thou deny 
My pains and pleasures ever; 
A lover I, to gratify, 
Forever and forever! 
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Gift the rarest, mother dearest, 
Sweetest gift was thine. 

Purest worship gave we nightly 
At thy fireside shrine. 

Never were such deeds heroic, 
Never truer men; 

Never fairer women, dear heart, 
Lived and loved than then. 


Nothing moved us like those stories, 
Nothing all these years. 

Each a heart-throb, each a picture 
Framed in smiles and tears. 

Days have shaded into seasons, 
Life has had its night, 

But no joys like these have tarried 
Till the sunset’s light. 


Twilight lurking; great logs burning; 
Voices soft and low: 
Faces rimmed in darkness, turning 
To the firelight’s glow. 
Father holding baby brother, 
Children huddled ’round, 
Every eye transfixed on mother; 
Oh, the hearts that bound! 
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Every flame that flickered softly 
Was an elfish gleam. 

Every log that crackled fiercely 
Was some goblin’s scream. 

What romancing, and what building 
Castles in the air! 

Was there ever such a mother? 
Ever queen so fair? 


How we held our breath when danger 
Threatened heroes dear. 

How our eyes grew soft and misty 
Through the lurking tear. 

And the merry laughter ringing, 
When the story told 

Of some youngster’s well-earned trouncing, 
Being overbold. 


But the best of all the stories 
Were of simple deeds 

Done by those who suffered always 
For another’s needs. 

And the wicked men and women, 
Much had they to rue, 

When our little fists would tighten 
Till they passed from view. 


_ Kings and queens and fairies trooping 
All about the room. 
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Eyes so big they look like specters 
In the twilight’s gloom. 

Grave suspense to know the ending 
Of each tale that’s told. 

Mother’s voice with thrilling pathos 
Melting hearts grown cold. 


Just another story, mother! 
Ever thus we said. 

Just another, please, dear mother, 
Then we'll go to bed. 

Ah! at last the story’s ended! 
Pleasure’s golden lease 

In our childish fancy always, 
Had no right to cease. 


How the years slip by and make-us 
Men and women fast! 

And we gather ’round the hearthstone 
As in childhood’s past. 

But to her the sweetest stories 
That the children told, 

Were the scenes in which she reveled 
When her hair was gold. 


Lower burn the fireside embers; ° 
Time has turned as gray 

As the ashes that fall yonder 
At the close of day. 


242 


MOTHER’S STORIES 


Twilight’s shadows, length’ning softly, 
Crown a mother’s head, 

As she thinks of children sleeping 
In the grave’s deep bed. 
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Face after face, and still I seek 
The face I may not find— 

The brave, the strong, the proud, the weak— 
Yet none with love inclined. 


My eyes grow weary in the search. 
The haunts of men repel. 

I peer in hovel, house and church; 
E’en to the doors of Hell. 


I walk by day; I roam by night; 
Yet conscious there is one 

Who seeks me as by Heavenly right 
To say, ‘‘Thy search be done.” 


I walk so close to men who pass, 
I read their inmost thought. 

Hye sees in eye as in a glass, 
How dearly life is bought. 


In crowded streets the human waste 
Goes rushing madly on, 
Nor stops to notice in its haste 
If I be rose or thorn. 
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I note the few with greetings slight 
Who signal back to me, 

More like dumb ships that pass at night 
Across a human sea. 


And few there be who bearings take, 
From star or sun on high; 

Unwilling eyes the earth forsake, 
When worlds of men pass by. 


Face after face—unending stream— 
In joyless search of life, 

Until the mad’ning course would seem 
One hopeless, soul-spent strife. 


And keener than assassin’s blade 
The lustful eyes of men 

Do beauty’s sphere so foul invade, 
No virtue stirs again. 


Face after face; ah, well to know 
Love’s searching is divine. 

The Holy Quest on which men go, 
Shall cease when souls entwine. 


Oh, for the face that smiling back 
In holy night or noon, 

Shall bid faith claim it—nothing lack— 
When spirits sweet commune. 
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Face after face, and still I seek 
The face that seeketh mine. 

To this strange task I fain would keep 
Till love to me incline. 
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MY LITTLE CLOUD-ANGEL 


I’ve a little Cloud-Angel afloat in the air. 

He’s a fine, manly fellow, and free from all care. 

With a shimmering fleece of a cloud for his gown, 

The brilliance of opal he wears for a crown. 

The sun is his anvil, on which there is wrought, 

In the softest of textures, his beams of bright 
thought. 

With a smile so infectious, he garlands my way, 

Till I live in a rhythm of song all the day. 

By the tenderest sense he discerns in my heart 

All my changes of mood with his silver-tipped dart. 

Like a breath he is gone if I whisper of fear, 

And fail to remember his “‘ Be of good cheer.”’ 

Then that little white cloud softly slips out of view 

And he mockingly bids me a solemn adieu. 

And I find quite disturbing the dark where once 
shone 

My little Cloud-Angel so fair on his throne. 

Through the vanishing quivers of light he cries out: 

‘No linings of silver have clouds if you doubt.” 
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One day the cowl and cloister; 
The next the world forsooth, 

’Midst poppy-fields to roister, 
And dream the dream of youth. 


One day the thrilling glory 
Of great and noble deeds; 

The next the common story 
Rehearsed from out our needs. 


One day within a palace; 
The next in barren walls, 
And draining from the chalice, 
The bitterness that thralls. 


One day a life of splendor; 
The next a cry for bread, 
Remembering not the spender, 
Nor how the feast was spread. 


One day that ends in singing 
A love-song wet with dew; 

The next a memory clinging 
Where once a heart-throb grew, 


ONE DAY 


One day the crowded city; 
The next the lilies’ bed; 

And then the tear of pity 
Above the silent dead. 


One day a bird a-winging; 
The next an empty nest; 

And then the twilight bringing 
The blessedness of rest. 


A calendar of shallows; 
An hour-glass of woe; 
A memory that hallows 
The days of long ago. 
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To make a man, or break a man, 
Two methods seem essential. 
To prove a man, and move a man, 

These two are all potential. 


To be a man, and see a man 
In perfect revelation, 

God has a plan that tests the man, 
To find his valuation. 


’T is sorrow breaks or sorrow makes 
A heart of obduration ; 

And added care makes men to dare, 
Or leads to desperation. 


To make a man, not break a man, 
Is all that life intended. 

God picks the man to aid His plan 
Whom trial has commended. 
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IF THOU COULD’ST KNOW 


If thou could’st know how gladly 
I yield this earthy state, 

Thou would’st not view so sadly 
The closing of the gate. 


In ways so long and dreary, 
With burdens sore to bear, 

I oft have fallen weary 
Beneath my cross of care. 


Then sun-kissed hills would rally 
The forces life contained; 

And through the deep-set valley 
The grace of God sustained. 


But now I feel the luring 
Of some not-distant shore. 
Dear heart with love-enduring 
Stand by the gate once more. 


Though certain seems this new way 
Wherein I move about, 
_ And darkness turned to noon-day 
Assures my going out, 
251 


IF THOU COULD’ST KNOW 


Yet bid me God-speed gladly; 
Nay, do not hesitate. 

I would not journey sadly, 
So softly close the gate. 
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THE PRIMROSE AND THE OAK 


A Primrose by an oak-tree grew, 
And drooped its modest head. . 

But seldom would the passer-by 
Locate its mossy bed, 

Or pause to find the reason for 
The gentle life it led. 


The oak-tree spurned its lowly friend, 
And shook its leafy mane, 

And gave the rose no thought or care 
Through days of sun and rain. 

The primrose loved the sturdy oak, 
And never suffered pain. 


It minded not that men passed by 
In their simplicity, 

And saw it not, yet ever spoke 
About the giant tree. 

It felt a greater fondness for 
The strength that all men see. 


Yet every day it fairer grew, 
And stronger grew the tree. 
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And both a silent joy possessed 
In unharmed liberty. 

And when soft winds the boughs would part, 
The rose, the sun would see. 


And seeing, every petal blushed, 
And fragrance dropped around, 

With beauteous service to the tree 
That stood on hallowed ground. 

And yet the stern oak never knew 
What joys in love abound. 


I wandered to the tree one day— 
The primrose serving still, 

In sweet devotion at its feet, 
I felt love’s mystic thrill— 

And stooping, raised its sunlit head 
To test its gentle will. 


It seemed to know for what I came. 
It had no fear of me; 

And gave me friendly confidence 
In willing speech and free; 

And shared with me the kingly court 
It rendered to the tree. 


“‘T once was held a prisoner, 
And in the darkest cell, 
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No sunbeam ever came to cheer, 
Nor sighing wind to tell 

How much of beauty life possessed, 
And where its secrets dwell. 


‘“‘Beneath the sodden earth I lived, 
Where all was dull and still, 

And where the walls of my dark home 
Were ever damp and chill. 

And nothing seemed so right as gloom 
My prison-cell to fill. 


‘“And oft rebellious, I refused 
The cup of joy that came 

Distilling through my earth-clogged roof 
My confidence to claim. 

Till one day, I beheld a worm 
Grope blindly, as for shame. 


‘‘ At first I liked it not, and then, 
As I observed its way, 

It seemed to labor with content; 
And patient, day by day, 

It loosened up the heavy thongs 
That bound me tight in clay. 


‘“‘Its service came so willingly, 
I set about to do 
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Some useful thing myself, and lo! 
A strange sensation through 
My entire being seemed to thrill, 

And life began anew. 


‘An impulse never felt before 
Assured me I was meant 

To see the sun, and that it, too, 
From Heaven to me was sent. 

That what I needed most, I had; 
And using, brought content. 


‘‘And thus with gentle grace I grew 
In cheerful faith, at last, 

Till one sweet day, the sun declared 
My prison-days were past. 

My grateful heart resolved to serve 
Where’er my lot was cast. 


‘Hach morn I threaded pearls of dew 
About my pale-green bed, 

And drained the golden nectar’s cup 
Upon my sun-crowned head; 

And won the blue-bird’s favor, too, 
Before the day was dead. 


‘And every simple joy was mine 
That life could well bestow. 
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The night was nothing more to me 
Than moonbeam’s mellow glow. 
Its festooned glories were the stars. 

The clouds, its quilt of snow. 


‘“‘T watched the silent men who passed 
In sullen discontent, 

Who knew not Nature’s solaced moods, 
Nor what sweet service meant. 

These only saw imprisoned clay, 
Instead of God’s blue tent. 


“‘In vain I offered them my cheer; 
But like the oak; they spurned. 

The cooling velvet of my cheek; 
No fevered trav’ler learned. 

The sun that wrought my pallid tints, 
For them had only burned. 


“The forest’s riches and the fields’ 
Lay bounteous at their feet. 

The splendors that a king might own 
No prodigal would greet. 

The sunset’s witchery was lost, 
The bird’s song incomplete. 


‘‘ And somewhere in God’s world, the green 
Turned smiling into brown; 
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While they who strove to win a wreath 
Still wore disturbing frown, 

And joy of service never knew, 
Nor grace of kingly crown.” 


A primrose by an oak-tree grew 
Upon a mossy bed, 

And taught its faithful lesson till 
The tree and flower were wed. 
The oak-tree kept a stately guard 

Until the rose was dead. 
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SWEETHEART WHEN WE BADE 
GOOD-BYE 


Sweetheart when we bade good-bye, 

Kissed a farewell, you and I, 

Saw the light of love’s sweet day 

Slowly fade and die away, 
Sweetheart may we ne’er forget, 
When our lips in promise met, 
And we kissed away our fears, 
Smiling fondly through the tears. 


Sweetheart when a last good-bye 

In a fond farewell must die, 

E’er our mortal visions cease, 

And we fall asleep in peace, 
Sweetheart may we not forget, 
That our lips in promise met, 
And we kissed away the tears, 
Smiling fondly at our fears. 


Sweetheart there is no good-bye 

In the land beyond the sky. 

All the light of love’s sweet day 

Fills the heart and bides for aye. 
Sweetheart we can ne’er forget 
Lips that have in promise met, 
Kissed away the fading fears 
In a land that knows no tears. 
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Written upon the occasion of the rendering of the verdict 
of the Coroner’s jury in New York City, August, Nineteen 
Hundred Seven, in the case of the young girl who shot and killed 
her father, a hardened criminal, who had attacked and fatally 
shot her hardworking, faithful mother. Thejury’s verdict was 
that the father had come to his death as the result of a bullet 
wound from a pistol in the hand of a person or persons unknown. 
Yet the girl had heroically testified that she was responsible for 
his death, having shot to kill to save her mother’s life. She 
discharged five bullets at the man, holding her wounded mother 
in her arms, while the man kept up a running fire upon her. 
Though technically guilty of murder, the jury refused to render 
a verdict according to the evidence, and the girl went free. 


There is one lie, and only one, 
That need not be confessed; 

That bears the searching of the sun, 
And by the Truth is blessed. 

It is that lie calm courage speaks 
If woman’s honor needs. 

It is that lie her good name seeks, 
And through dishonor pleads. 


So ruled twelve men that summer day 
When one lone woman stood 

And heard twelve men in judgment say 
Her blood-stained deed was good. 
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And twelve men fearlessly could lie, 
And say they did not know 

The hand that shot to kill; nor why 
That deed of blood was so. 


Within her brave, frail arms she held 
Her mother’s dying form, 
And faced a demon till she felled 
Him with her bullets’ storm. 
Then calmly said, “‘I shot to kill— 
My mother’s life to save” — 
And through the court’s gray room so still, 
Twelve men their verdict gave. 


Twelve hearts on fair Manhattan’s Isle 
Forgot the laws of men, 

And only cared that Freedom’s smile 
Should be her right again. 

And they forgot that they were men, 
And wept as brave hearts may 

To see those blood-stained hands, again 
Go free in God’s sweet day. 


And never seemed the sun more fair, 
Nor tears such sacred things, 

As when that girl’s white face of care 
Was touched by angels’ wings. 
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The sacred hush of Heaven crept 
About those walls of gray 

Where Judgment sat, while Justice wept 
For Womanhood that day. 


There is one lie, and only one, 
That need not be confessed; 

That bears the searching of the sun; 
And Truth is not more blessed. 

It is that lie calm courage speaks 
If woman’s honor needs. 

It is that lie her good name seeks, 
And through her shame still pleads. 
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MY BURDENS 


Three kinds of burdens do I bear 
Of different weight and measure, 
But one of these ’t were wrong to share 
With friends I love and treasure. 


Sufficient strength is granted me 
To bear this grief alone; 
But one still greater in degree 
“About my soul has grown. 


Though this woe, too, I needs must bear, 
Still may I pray another 

With me this deeper grief to share, 
And be my elder brother. 


There is a woe no human friend 
Can ease, though long I tarry; 

My God alone can comprehend 
The sorrow that I carry. 
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Hearken, my soul, unto the Still Small Voice, 
And hear its message for thee. 

Its tender words will the saddest rejoice, 

. And thrill with their melody. 


With thought most solemn, it labors to find, 
A home for its message, plain; 

And ever its mission is wondrous kind, 
And it brings eternal gain. 


But only the soul can its whisper hear; 
For the voice of God speaks low. 

But the visions it brings, make heaven appear. 
And the wings of angels show. 


It broods o’er the spirit with tenderness, 
Seeking to woo its control. 

And it banishes every bitterness, 
And doubt that enters the soul. 


Oh, the Still Small Voice is a gracious guest, 
From the land of love and light; 
And the soul that receives it, forever is blest 
With songs for the darkest night. 
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HIS STORY 


This is the story I heard him tell. 
Perhaps you have heard its parallel. 
I give it to you as ’t was given me, 
Out of a heart full of sympathy. 


I lived on a farm where the birds were my friends 
In an intimate way that a boy comprehends, 
Possessing in common the valleys’ ’loved view, 
The trees and flowers ’neath the sky’s tent of blue. 


One day some wild geese flew across the old farm’ 

And circled content seeing naught to alarm, 

When the crack of a rifle the affrighted flock 
stirred, 

And there fell at my feet a broken-winged bird. 


I lifted it, kissed it, and bore it away, 

Determined to nurse it to strength through the 
day. 

In helpless confusion its soft downy wing 

Dropped over my arm as I fondled the thing. 


I felt that it trusted me, watching me try 

To fix its limp wing that again it might fly; 

And soon it was well; but I wondered in fear 

If it might be unhappy, its friends nowhere near. 
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Then I taught it some tricks; to hop o’er my shoe, 
And turn somersaults, and a dozen things do, 
That seemed very queer for a bird, I must say, 
But it seemed to be grateful in its own quiet way. 


One day when the air was as sharp and as clear 
As winter days can be and still not be here, 

A flock of wild geese flew across the old farm, 
And for once I was tempted to do them some harm. 


IT rushed to the house calling loud for my gun, 
When father said sharply, ‘‘ Don’t shoot, my son!” 
But the crack of a shot rent the clear, cold air, 

And I felt the white wing of a bird ’side me there. 


It lay there so still, and its velvety eye 

Looked at me in sorrow, regretting to die. 

It begged so for pity in a last gasp for breath, 
That I felt it reproach me in the silence of death. 


I had killed my own bird, my own little friend! 
Yet how often may sport have tragedy’s end. 
What anguish can come so deep and so great 
As when we remember and sorrow too late? 


The loss of a friend! and a loss we create! 

Is there any woe deeper this side heaven’s gate? 

To be tender of hearts as well as of birds 

Was the pledge made that day in unspoken words. 
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WHEN A WOMAN’S SEWIN’ 


There ain’t nothin’ seems more soothin’ 
Than to watch a woman sew, 

An’ to see things git together 
That are cut so queer, you know, 

That it keeps you kind o’ guessin’ 
How the durned things fit jest so. 


When Maria gits to sewin’, 

An’ there’s nothin’ much to do 
But to sit around and gossip, 

An’ to tell her all that’s new— 
There ain’t nothin’ quite so soothin’ 

In this world, I promise you, 


As to see that woman sewin’ 

An’ to hear them scissors snip, 
Or the clickin’ of the thimble, 

Or the dry-goods as they rip; 
An’ her strugglin’ with the needle 

When the eye gives her the slip. 


An’ a woman when she’s sewin’ 
Shows her disposition, too; 
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Ef she’s mad, jest hear them scissors 
How they go a-snippin’ through. 
An’ she takes the goods an’ rips ’em, 

Most a-wishin’ it was you! 


She kin sew a trifle faster 
When her feelin’s has been hurt; 

An’ the answers that she gives you 
Mebbe seem a little curt; 

But her tongue don’t need no urgin’ 
When her sewin’ takes a spurt! 


I kin tell when trouble’s brewin’ 
By the breakin’ of the thread. 

That’s the time I usually reckon 
That I better go to bed. 

It ain’t wise fer me to foller 
Up the thing that I jest said. 


But there’s one thing that I’ve noticed 
’*Bout this sewin’ business, too, 

Ef the conversation’s pers’nal, 
An’ the mendin’ is fer you, 

That her sewin’ ’s like her talkin’, 
She keeps on untel she’s through! 


WHEN HE CALLS ME 


Will he pass my window ever? 
Will he sometimes think of me? 
Will he know that friends who sever 
Heart-ties, are not always free? 


Fadeless memory! How it lingers, 
Till my longing eyes grow wet; 

And in love my trembling fingers 
Smooth again his locks of jet. 


Oh, the picture that is left me 
Of a face so strong and white, 

That it seems to have bereft me 
Of my saner self tonight! 


I do quite forget his error. 
Other days claim all my thought; 
Days in which there was no terror 
Of the thing that he had wrought. 


Now come trooping home those pleasures 
Which together claimed our time. 
Counting out in happy measures 
Life’s sweet song in joyous rhyme. 
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WHEN HE CALLS ME 


They are gone, and he has followed; 
But they leave no wound to smart. 
Not so him, for he has hollowed 
Out a grave within my heart. 


Does he know a friend lies weeping 
When the silent watches come 

In the night, where love is keeping 
Guard o’er dead hopes till it’s numb? 


In that cleft where heart is riven 
Lies my sweet one dead tonight. 
And with prayers my soul has striven 
To forget and heal the blight. 


Grant, O God, that it may be so, 
And in fondness let me see 

Through the darkness the bright halo 
That love crowned him with for me. 


When he calls, oh, may I hasten 
Then to answer, ‘‘Come to me.” 

Let my sorrow heaven chasten 
That his sin may cease to be. 
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PRAY—NOT WHEN IN TEARS 
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Pray—not when in tears. 
Rather pray when ’tis light. 
Too often our fears 
Turn the day into night. 


All too frequent we pray 

With the heart full of doubt, 
At the close of the day 

When the sun has died out. 


But the prayer of the morning, 
When we see the dawn rise, 
Is the sunshine adorning 
The day’s perfect skies. 


The night that has ended 
Was meant to shut out 

All the darkness that blended 
With wearisome doubt. 


Not in tears should we pray, 
But in hope, smiling bright, 
When the glory of day 
Has forgotten the night! 


THE DAFFODIL TO THE ROSE 


With sweet regrets 
Thy vision frets 
My inner soul’s soft dreaming. 
In happier hours 
Within love’s bowers 
Life’s jeweled hopes lay gleaming. 


No thought of self, 
Or worldly pelf, 
Love fell in rapturous showers. 
I yielded all 
Beyond recall. 
Fate’s highway teemed with flowers. 


Time flew apace 
And swift the race 
*Twixt youth and passion’s wooing. 
A red rose still, 
A daffodil. 
How fierce the heart’s renewing! 


Deep scarlet line, 
Sad green repine; 
O God! How fast some flowers wither! 
Just by a breath, 
Then to their death. 
No rose? Why then I’ll like the heather. 
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LE COEUR BRISE 


“All things broken, here are mended, 
Good as new.”’ Thus the words ran 

On the old sign that, suspended, 
Creaked a dirge as old signs can. 


Fair-haired maiden, eyes where love was, 
Looks and reads and steps within. 

“‘Can you mend the wrong that love does? 
Wipe away the stain of sin?” 


Gray-haired woman, eyes where love was, 
Sits beside her broken toys, 

Gently toils as woman ’lone does, 
When her life’s devoid of joys. 


Eyes of maiden search the woman, 
‘Am I right in hoping here 

There is yet some love that’s human 
To revive a life that’s drear?”’ 


Eyes of woman, eyes of maiden, 

_ Meet and read by subtle art: 

‘‘When one mars the joys of Eden, 
There’s no hope for broken heart.”’ 
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IT’S GOOD TO HEV A TALK 


_ It may seem a little funny 
Jest to want to set and talk, 

And be losin’ time and money; 
But it does you good to talk. 


It perhaps ain’t much you’re sayin’, 
But you’re better for the talk, 

And you’re mighty glad for stayin’ 
With the friend who liked to talk. 


Jest so long as folks hev feelin’ 
For a helpful kind of talk, 
There’ll be messages of healin’ 
In somebody’s simple talk. 


Maybe some poor chap is needin’ 
Such a chance to hev a talk, 

And your conversation leadin’ 
Makes him feel relieved to talk. 


What’s the sense of so much skimpin’ 
When the cheapest thing is talk? 
There’s a lot 0’ people limpin’ 
Who’d be straightened with a talk. 
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IT’S GOOD TO HEV A TALK 


Yet I reckon I don’t ever 
Say the right thing when I talk, 
But I’d doggoned sooner never 
Say it right than not to talk. 


When I see some folks a-settin’ 

Like the Sphinx who couldn’t talk, 
I kin hardly keep from gettin’ 

Into trouble with my talk. 


There they set like some old miser 
’Fraid to waste their golden talk, 
When they’d be a durned sight wiser 

Takin’ time to hey a talk. 


’Taint expected you’d be blowin’ 
If your closest friends don’t talk. 
That’s a way some folks have showin’ 
That good friends don’t need to talk. 


And at times when friends are grievin’ 
And you wish that you could talk, 
There’s a silence most relievin’, 
For it ain’t no time to talk. 


There’s a time of golden silence 
For the fellow who kin talk, 
But it ain’t a nach’ral vi’lence 
That the deef and dumb don’t talk. 
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THE CONQUEST 


Two kings there were from distant realms 
Who sought to conquer earth: 

One held his court with wine and song, 
The other free from mirth. 


Across the plains eternal strode 
These conquering hosts supreme, 

Resplendent in the star-swept sky, 
With banners all agleam. 


The sumptuous earth lay at their feet. 
Its coronet of snow, 

And breast, sun-girdled, filled the scene 
With bright, supernal glow. 


Great plans of conquest brought these kings— 
Predestined with success 

For him who knew the surest way 
To enter and possess. 


So counsel took they ’twixt themselves 
Of ways that both should heed; 
That thus unhindered each might strive, 
Yet still be well agreed. 
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THE CONQUEST 


The merry king cried, ‘‘ By its head 
I shall the world incline.’ 

But he of solemn mien declared, 
‘“‘T choose the heart for mine.” 


And thus their armaments were placed 
On fronted battle-plain, 

Where sworded truth as cold as steel 
Touched love as soft as rain. 


The king who held his court of mirth, 
In shrewdness gave command, 

“Let Wisdom’s weapons strike the earth, 
And victors shall we land.” 


The sad-faced king besought his hosts: 
“Use thou no reasoning art. 

Let every loving arrow find 
The unsuspecting heart.” 


And thus in battle’s drilled array, 
Stern fact and sense unreal, 

Thrust at the splendid world, as kings, 
Their shafts of love and steel. 


' But one in deep compassion wept, 
Beholding earth so tried, 

And ’midst his hosts still-wrapt by prayer, 
He put his crown aside. 
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THE CONQUEST 


The other saw confusion strike 
His hosts with dread alarm, 
That sight of such a kingly act, 
A world could swift disarm. 


Then crept a white-winged angel close 
To God upon His throne: 

‘‘Behold the earth hath seen Thy face 
Where tears of pity shone. 


“Thy conquering love hath won where truth 
Brought no convincing grace; 

Earth’s troubled heart is satisfied, 
For love sees face to face.” 
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REST, MY CHILD 


Go to your bed, my child, 
And rest your weary bones; 

For bones will ache, and hearts must break, 
But you will find rest, my child. 


So go to your rest, my child. 
A tender hand made the bed. 

He knows of your moans and your aching bones, 
And He wants you to rest, my child. 


So sleep in your couch, my child. 
The grave is a dreamless bed; 

And your aching bones will lie under the stones, 
But you will have rest, my child. 


ALONE 


Nay, not tired; lonely! 
Through the years 
Nothing cheers. 

There are sorrows only. 


Say not, I should bear it. 
Courage flies 
From the eyes, 

When love sees death wear it. 


Say’st thou, too, ‘I’m lonely?” 
Bide with me. 
Tenderly 

I will love thee only. 
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ASLEEP 


She sleeps so sound tonight 
Within her narrow bed. 
The soft star-light 
Cannot disturb the dead. 
So may she rest 
On earth’s cool breast. 


A-watch beside the gate, 
Perchance I, too, 
Though desolate, 
May feel the morn’s soft dew 
Upon my face— 
Tears of sweet grace. 


I, too, as sound would sleep 
Within that bed, 
Where stars their vigil keep 
Above the dead, 
If I might rest 
On her white breast. 


MYSELF AND I 


Myself and I once had a quarrel. 
The issue was life sweet and vast. 

Myself was aflame with the present, 
But I was allied with the past. 


Though life was our common possession, 
And each held the thing to be fair, 

Yet I who was pressing the quarrel 
Kept gripping the past in despair. 


And into the place where we quarreled, 
Alive with the deeds we had done, 

The present went claiming the kingdoms 
The past in its struggles had won. 


Where ashes and death were commingled, 
And bones of decay would appear, 

Myself stood transfigured with living, — 
While I was dishonored with fear. 


The ghost of the past all refeatured, 
The present would silently bring. 
Myself was alive with its meaning, 
And I was the only dead thing. 
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MYSELF AND I 


For things that have happened are dead things, 
Like leaves that must drop in the fall; 

The forces worth while sweep unceasing, 
And life is the greatest of all. 


And into the soul of the present, 
And out of the past that was spent, 
An angel of peace all-revealing 
Showed life as it came and it went. 


For I was the unwilling witness 
Of the things that never can stay. 
Myself was a part of the living, 

And I the dead thing in its way. 


Myself and I quarrel no longer. 
The change and decay of the past 
Now blossom anew with endeavor, 
And life is the thing that will last. 


Lo! I and myself are as one now 
In harmony restful and free. 

The kingdoms I conquer are boundless, 
For life is eternal with me. 


ECSTASY 


I dream! How sweet to me the sense 
Of new creations hov’ring round, 
When musings drive this mortal hence, 
And leave me naught of earthly sound! 


I live! What ecstasy in life! 
When trappings fall and shackles slip; 
Where once was wasting, mad’ning strife, 
Kissed into calm by lover’s lip! 


IT love! Oh, speechless, godlike bliss! 
To feel the warmth of human breath, 

And know a love that stirs like this, 
Nor wanes in life, nor pales in death! 
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COMMON 


They said he was common; yet so is the clay. 
The fairest of settings is dust of decay. 

And everything worthy is mothered of earth; 
And greatness is honored by what gives it birth. 


They said he was common; for which God be 
praised, 

Who out of the vulgar His noblest has raised. 

For the commonest thing that man apprehends, 

Is the worthiest thing that God recommends. 
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BY GOLLY, SUSE! 


They were a happy pair, 

Bill Budd and his wife Suse, 
With conversation spare, 

And little to amuse. 


And through a life content, 
The most Bill would enthuse, 

No matter how things went, 
Was with ‘‘By golly, Suse!” 


If things went wrong a bit, : 
And Bill would get the blues, 
He’d make the best of it, 
With his “‘By golly, Suse!” 


When ’lection time came on, 
And Bill would vote his views, 

Though his side never won, 
"Twas just “By golly, Suse!” 


And when the circus came, 
With posters showing views, 

And church-folks were aflame, 
Bill said, ‘‘By golly, Suse!” 


BY GOLLY, suUsB! 


And raffling at the fair 
On which our coin we’d lose, 
The most that Bill would dare 
Would be “‘By golly, Suse!” 


And once Bill’s name appeared 
In Snowhill’s “Weekly News.” 

His throat he merely cleared 
With this, ‘‘ By golly, Suse!’’ 


And when Bill’s uncle died, 

Some talked of ‘dead men’s shoes; 
But with becoming pride 

Bill said, ‘‘By golly, Suse!” 


p] 


Perhaps some folks would laugh, 
Since death has paid Bill’s dues, 
If for an epitaph 
Was carved ‘‘By golly, Suse.” 
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THE COMPROMISE 


Oh, Mary Ann, sweet Mary Ann, 
The world has turned so queer; 
And strange to say, this thing began 

As soon as you came here. 


Geography, my Mary Ann, 
Is so absurdly mixed, 

That when a maiden meets a man, 
His latitude is fixed. 


Religion, too, has gone astray; 
I feel much more devout 

When placed within temptation’s way, 
If you are hereabout. 


Anatomy proves I’ve a heart; 
But how can this be true, 

If having met no more to part, 
I gave mine up to you? 


Psychology says I’ve a mind, 
But, truly, it’s so small, 
I fancy yours was just designed 
So I’'d have none at all. 
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THE COMPROMISE 


So Mary Ann, sweet Mary Ann, 
The only thing to do, 

To be as happy as I can, 
Is just to marry you. 


THE SUNSET 


Behold the drapery of the night! 

A fleecy flame ’midst opal light. 

An etching limned with shafts of gold, 
That twilight’s alchemy unrolled. 
Swift-changing vista of the West, 

To couch a day that slips to rest. 

The sun-kissed pipes of glory fade, 

As music of the skies is played; 

While evening-star hangs lone and wan, 
In russet dusk, where shadows dawn. 
Oh, wondrous eye that sees the night 
And sees it best in sunset’s light! 

Oh, wondrous eye that sees the day, 
And finds it best in slanting ray! 
What prayers to read the day aright 
Yet find no message in the night! 


So ends my day, my life of love, 
Whose silver cords reach Heaven above, 
And hold within time’s golden bowl, 
The nameless passion of my soul. 
Some call me grief, more call me joy. 
Could rainbows in a tear annoy? 
I know not which was best for me 
The heat of noon, or twilight’s glee. 
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THE SUNSET 


But this I know, and night acclaims, 

No day’s complete lest love remains, 

Oh, lustrous eye that sees the night! 

I wonder hast thou read aright; 

And if thine eye that sees the day 

Hath found love’s meaning in my way? 
Behold the drapery of the night, 

When love’s sweet day hath ta’en its flight! 
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FISHIN’ 


One day Swope an’ me went fishin. 

Fer a long time he’d been wishin’ 

To take a trip down on the lake 

To show me what a haul he’d make. 

So we hired a boat, an’ he rowed 

To the place that he said he knowed 
Was alive with fish. An’ says he, 

‘Si, here’s the place for fish, you’ll see.’’ 


I was in the stern a-settin’, 

Sayin’ little, but a-gettin 

Lots o’ fish. But Swope was kickin’ 
’*Bout the place, an’ always pickin’ 
Up his line, lookin’ at the bait, 

An’ sayin’ that we come too late. 
Then he rowed th’ ol’ boat roun’ 

To a place where he said he foun’ 


Plenty o’ fish one day last year. 
Then he said, “It’s most mighty queer 
You kin git fish an’ my line’s bare.” 
He was mad enough to swear. 
“Swope,” I says, “you ain’t a-fishin’; 
What you’re doin’ is jest a-wishin’. 
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FISHIN’ 


Ef you want fish to take your bait, 
You'll hev to learn to set an’ wait. 
Ain’t no luck in always pickin’ 

Some new place. It comes by stickin 


ry 


295 


THE BARQUE OF BOLD ENDEAVOR 


In the barque of Bold Endeavor 
Gayly I put out to sea, 

But a chart and compass never 
Sought my pilot, Youth, of me. 


Ah, the joy of sunny weather 
When we plow through mad-caps white; 
Wind and sail and craft together 
Bounding like a billow-sprite! 


Oh, the charm of changing color 
In the deep where blue and green 
Play fantastic tricks, no other 
Than a sailor’s eyes have seen! 


What a rouge tint paints the breezes! 
‘ How the breath comes thick and fast, 
Free from fear that never seizes 
Men who trust in sail and mast! 


Out, far out the craft has wandered; 
Boundless spreads the ocean wide. 
Never has our seaman pondered 
On the weather or the tide. 
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THE BARQUE OF BOLD ENDEAVOR 


Clouds drift by with sails of silver, 
Fleecy ships that know their way; 

Friends, they seem like, that could never 
Turn to foes on summer day. 


Why should mutterings of the thunder 
Make a sailor out at sea 

Pause to note, and then to wonder 
Why fair weather ceased to be? 


Anxious hours can fill a measure 
Pressed into eternity. 

Youth is scarce a saving treasure 
When one’s in a storm at sea. 


Oh for wisdom’s log in troubles; 
Steersman’s vigil ’gainst remorse, 

When false confidence, like bubbles, 
Bursts our childish faith’s resource! 


Noise of breakers! crash of timber! 
’Tis too late to turn about. 

Sails are rags, and halyards limber, 
When out ship has wandered out. 


In the barque of Bold Endeavor, 
Many gayly put to sea, 
But the wrecks, abounding ever, 
_ Are life’s saddest legacy. 
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THE SHADOW 


I saw a sun that spread its golden light; 
But shadows fell when objects interposed. 
I saw how sin could cast a deeper blight, 
When, ’twixt my God and me, it stood disposed. 


I saw the Truth that had revealing might; 
But doubt, opposing, fixed its shadow long. 

I saw how hearts with Love’s dispensing light 
Could banish suns, while cherishing the wrong. 


I saw how Hell was but a shadow cast 
By souls opposing Heaven, Truth and Right. 
I saw how Life with all its darkened past 
Could banish shade, possessing only light. 


I saw how Life could get so close to God 
That, like the object’s interfering way, 

Its shadows faded when the angels odd 
Straightened in Truth, beneath Love’s direct ray. 


I also saw where Heaven’s light went free, 
And unopposed, no shadow fell. 
There Truth, and Light and Love—God’s trinity— 
My vision closed upon a vanished Hell. 
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NO ‘BEN LINDSEY’ FOR ME 


When the gambler, Jack Rose, told his story of 
crime— 
A tale that we would not prolong— 
There was one thing that made his grim story 
sublime,— 
The reason the outcast went wrong. 


"Twas a tale whose unfolding we may not forget, 
Of youth with its ignorance blind; 

Of laws that men made and with little regret 
As quickly dismissed from the mind. 


Of bribery, perjury, hate, none of these 
Society smug took account, 
But the shedding of blood left no one at ease, 
*T was something the law must surmount. 


Neglected, untutored, he slipped into sin, 
And no man regarded or cared. 

’Twas more easy with wrong than right to begin 
Since life was a thing unprepared. 


| The law had its way, and it sent him to jail— 
This boy with a manhood unborn— 
It finished its lessons of sin in detail, 
And marked him with crime and with scorn. 
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No ‘BEN LINDSEY’ FOR ME 


And when he was asked how he came to go wrong, 
The gambler of lowly degree 

Replied, as a sob shook the men in that throng, 
‘““There was no ‘Ben Lindsey’ for me!”’ 


No ’Ben Lindsey’ for me! Take time to reflect 
On children with lives gone astray, 

Whose tutors of poverty, crime and neglect 
Stand ready to stone and to slay. 


The children we rear as a heritage die 
A thousand sad deaths in our land, 
While charity struts, unheeding the ery 

Of the victims we legally brand. 


If ever a court in our land rules again 
That children shall languish in jail, 

God witness our vow that as brothers of men 
Such courts shall no longer prevail. 


May no man forget, in the message that day, 
That came from this gambler set free, 

The solemn portent of those words of dismay, 
“There was no ‘Ben Lindsey’ for me.” 
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SIS AND BUB 


I wish you knew our Sis and Bub; 

It’s such a lot of fun to dub 

Them nicknames, just because their ma 
Is much more proper than their pa. 

I think they like my pet names best. 
I’ve noticed that they don’t protest. 
For Sis and Bub just dote on me, 

And make me foolish as can be. 

But after all they’re my own kids, 

And love is not what God forbids. 


The only thing I’m living for, 

Is just those kids that I adore. 

No matter how my business goes, 

Or life keeps piling up its woes, 

I bear it all for their sweet sakes, 

And laugh away the big heart-aches. 
You see I had’nt sense enough 

To know what life meant. I’m so rough. 
But since the kids came, little wife, 

And even I know they’re our life. 


And can you blame me when you know 
It made a man of me somehow? 
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SIS AND BUB 


The world grew bigger from the day 
Those kids made up their minds to stay. 
The thing I could’nt quite take in 

Was they were mine from toe to chin. 

I think I never felt so proud, 

As when I heard them crow aloud. 

I wonder if I ought to be 

So happy that it worries me? 


I have such visions of them too; 

Of all the things they’re going to do. 

I’ve pictured Sis a thousand times 

With her own kids and nursery rhymes; 
And as for Bub so eloquent, 

I always see him president. 

For nothing ever seems too good 

For those two kids of likelihood. 

Perhaps my dreams, like prayers, will aid 
Them up above, my boy and maid. 


And rather than have evil said 

Of those two kids, I’d wish them dead. 

For they are everything to me, 

And though it’s like idolatry, 

They’re my own kids, and that is why 

They always seem to satisfy. 

I know they’re human. So am I. 

And most the things that they come by 
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SIS AND BUB 


Cannot be traced to any source 
But what belongs to me of course. 


Ill take the blame, if ever they 

Are halted in the heavenly way, 
And questioned of their sins below— 
They got the most from me, I know. 
I’m sure if God is just and fair, 
He’ll love them more because I care. 
I’d rather take their punishment 
Than have them suffer banishment. 
For heaven can have no delight 

If my two kids ain’t there all right. 
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A GENTLEMAN’S WORD 
(David Livingstone’s Reply to His Friend.) 


Far away in an African hut on his knees 
By the side of his wilderness cot, 
David Livingstone prayed with the faith that love 
sees, 
While a friend mourned his life’s lonely lot. 


‘‘T am never alone,”’ thus he answered his friend, 
As the cold sweat of death pressed his brow. 

“On a gentleman’s word I have learned to depend; 
I am trusting that word even now.” 


‘“«‘T am with thee,’ Hesaid. ’IT’ wasa gentleman’s 
word. 
As a king gives his pledge from the throne, 
So He gave me His word as a gentleman would, 
And that ends it—I am not alone.” 


And the candle burned low as his heart ceased to 
beat, 
But he knew that he was not alone; 
He had fallen asleep seeing death in retreat _ 
Where the lights of eternity shone. 
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A GENTLEMAN’S WORD 


“To the end of the world, I am with thee alway.” 
Like the day’s dawn these sunlit words broke. 

“T will never forsake thee; I am with thee for aye,” 
Were the words that a gentleman spoke. 


So they buried his heart neath an African tree, 
And it hallows the spot, since we know 

Where his treasure was, there his heart may well be 
’Midst the people he lifted from woe. 


And beneath a gray pavement of memoried stone 
In Westminster his bones are interred, 

Where he sleeps in sweet peace, and he is not alone, 
For his trust is a gentleman’s word. 
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SO LET MY LIGHT SHINE 


Dear lord, make me a lamp to shine, 
And spread a gracious light; 
Though I may be in spirit poor. 
Let Heaven’s lamp burn bright. 


Oh, that this needy bowl unfilled 
Might from Thy holy word 

The oil of comfort freely draw 
With love’s absorbing cord. 


Grant me a place my lamp to stand, 
That shedding light around 

I may inherit earth’s blest sphere 
Where faith and love abound. 


Grant most of all Thy holy fire 
To set the lamp alight. 

My hungry soul implores Thy grace 
That I may burn aright. 


Thus in great wisdom may I shine, 
And bless in mercy they 
Who sit in darkness ’midst the light, 
Yet need to know Thy way. 
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SO LET MY LIGHT SHINE 


Then shall I mercy, too, obtain, 
Because undimmed I shine, 
And with a pure heart manifest 

That Thou, O God, art mine. 


The gate of Heaven would I light 
For those in ways of sin, 

To show them where the Sons of God 
In peace go safely in. 


And if too brightly seems my light 
To shine for weaker eyes, 

Make them to bless who persecute, 
And blindly criticize. 


To claim Thy heavenly kingdom, Lord, 
I would be wholly thine; 

Rejoicing that Thy loving grace 
Still lets my poor light shine. 


That men may see in hearts aflame 
How good works multiply, 

And unto Thee give all the praise, 
And ever glorify. 
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OUR FATHER, GOD 


Our Father, God, and Mother, Earth, 
Hallowed are Thy names. 

Thy kingdom comes with every birth; 
Thy will, all life proclaims. 


Oh blessed Trinity of heaven 
In God, and Earth, and Man! 
Our daily bread is freely given; 
Our joy, Thy holy plan. 


Forgive our debts, as we shall hear 
Our needy brother’s call; 

Oh Father, God, and Mother, dear 
We are Thy children all. 


Temptation shall not lead astray 
When God, and Earth, and Man 

Deliverance grant from evil’s way 
Through knowledge of love’s plan. 


Thine is the kingdom in man’s birth, 
And love, its power, when 

Thy glory, Father, through the earth 
Forever reigns. Amen. 


DAT MULE HE NEVAH MOVED 
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Jim Squirrel was de blacksmith, 
De fines’ in de town. 

He shoe de mules and hosses, 
An’ mark de damage down. 


Jim ‘lowed he’s ’fraid o’ nothin,’ 
An’ mules his specialtee. 

T nevah takes to arg’ing, 
’Bout Jim’s authoritee. 


I fetched dem mules las’ Chewsday 
Right ovah to Jim’s shop. 
He eyed ’em up right smartly, 

An’ says, ‘‘ Dey’s jes’ tip-top’’ 
De off-mule’s name is Joey, 

De neah-mule’s name is Doc. 
An’ w’en dey’s hitched together, 

Dey works jes’ like a clock. 


So Jim commenced afussin’ 
Aroun’ ol’ Doc’s front feet. 

An’ jes’ den somep’n happen 
Fo’ swiftness cain’t be beat. 


DAT MULE HD NEVAH MOVED 


Dat mule kick up his hind-foot 
An’ Jim went lickety-split, 
Right ovah on de scrap-heap, 
But Doc nevah moved a bit. 


De place whaih Jim’s left eye is, 
Was marked so plain to me, 

I nevah had to ask Jim 
Whaih Doc had hit you see. 


When Jim got so he noticed 
A thing or two ag’in, 
He asked me kind o’ simple 
Jes’ whaih dat mule had been. 


I says, jes’ like a gen’men, 
As I stood there an’ chawed, 


“‘Dat mule’s jes’ whaih you left him.” 


An’ Jim says, ‘“‘Oh, my Gawd.” 


No mattah how I ’splains it, 
I reckon ’taint been proved 

To Squirrel’s satisfaction, 
Dat mule he nevah moved. 


TURN YOUR HEART-ACHE INTO 
A SONG 


Come, turn your heart-ache into a song, 

Into a melody, tender and strong. 

Someone more broken, unable to sing, 

Is waiting the message your heart-ache will bring. 
Come, turn your heart-ache into a song. 
Give it expression, and pity’s soft tongue. 
Mingle your tears with the tender refrain, 
And heart-aches will vanish like clouds spent 

with rain. 


Someone so sad, that emotion long dead 
Will stir into life, and the heart-aches be sped. 
Someone so crushed, that hearing your song, 
For your sake, his sorrow, no more will prolong. 
Come, turn your heart-ache into a song. 
Give it expression, and pity’s soft tongue. 
Mingle your tears with the tender refrain, 
And heart-aches will vanish like clouds spent 
with rain. 


There is always a chord in someone’s sad heart 
Will vibrate to feeling the song may impart. 
And tears long unbidden will well in relief, 
And soften the sorrow, and lessen the grief. 
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TURN YOUR HEART-ACHE INTO A SONG 


Come, turn your heart-ache into a song. 

Give it expression, and pity’s soft tongue. 

Mingle your tears with the tender refrain, 

And heart-aches will vanish like clouds spent 
with rain. 
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THE YEARS 


The years! God! how they fly! 
And like all things they die! 

The careless years of Time— 
One brief celestial chime! 


Who hoards the fleeting years, 
And with them perseveres— 
To us such vagrant things 
With airy, transient wings? 


Are they but birds of heaven— 
Mild doves, or creatures craven— 
Sent out on missions odd, 
Entrusted by a God? 


And from some dove-cote fly, 
Beyond the azure sky, 

An olive-branch to bring, 

Or omen of worse thing? 


Are they the birds of love 
From some elysian grove, 
That build with plan divine 
Their nests into a shrine? 


THE YEARS 


And what will shadow forth 
From nests of such vast worth? 
Will men be changed to things 
Angelic, bearing wings? 


Or, be returned again, 
Another race of men, 

That what they did commence 
Be finished excellence? 


Will down and straws of years . 
Be nests for other spheres, 

And breed a race divine 

Of holiest design? 


What matters years to me, 
Or you, if legacy 

Be some more sacred plan 
To fashion perfect man! 
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WOULD THAT MY DREAMS 


Would that my dreams embodiment might find, 
And give to spirit-longings a substance and a mind! 
Would that my soul’s unuttered language might 
Flame into words, revealing seraph’s light. 

I am as one, born not upon the earth, 
Fashioned in clay, yet of celestial birth. 
Treading the clouds, a minstrel of the sky, 

Heir of a realm where music does not die. 
Would that my songs within my spirit womb 
Might spring to life, released from shadows’ tomb. 
Oh, that my dreams, wrought out of imagery, 
Might live in hearts with love’s sweet constancy, 
Till I turn home to spheres where dreamlit words 
Melt into music, and songs are spirit birds. 
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KISS ME 


If you love me, kiss me, dear. 
Kiss me though the tears be near. 
Let old by-gones cease to fret. 
Kiss me, dearest, and forget. 


Sunshine does not always stay. 
Sometimes rain disturbs the day. 
Happiness comes after pain. 
Kiss me, dear, and smile again. 


If I brought you grief and woe, 
Twas because I did not know. 
I will love you more, my dear, 
For the tears that linger near. 


Let the hasty word pass by. 
Let me kiss the hurt, and try 
To be kinder than before. 
Kiss me, dearest, as of yore. 


If you love me, kiss me now. 

Let your kisses seal my vow 

To love you, and only you. 

Kiss me, dearest. Kissme. Do! .; 
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AS DWELLS THE ECHO 


As dwells the echo in the shell, 
So memory dwells in me, 

And, with imperishable spell, 
Goes haunting constantly. 


Within my heart’s weird, echoing tomb, 
The rhythm of the years 

‘Lies treasured in its spirit womb 
With life that disappears. 


The threnody of love’s farewell 
Becomes the saddest sound 
That lies within the empty shell 

That on life’s strand is found. 


As, fascinated, does the child 
The sea-shell press to hear 

The melody so weird and wild, 
My heart, to heaven, lies near. 


Though echo be the only note 
From memory’s mystic shore 

The sweetest chord life ever smote, 
Was love’s fond voice of yore. 
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AS DWELLS THE ECHO 


In cadence softer than the air 
Of any earthly lay, 

With echoes floating everywhere, 
The love notes gently stray. 


Immortal as the sea-shell’s song, 
The music of that voice 

Goes haunting me with spirit tongue, 
And words of deathless choice. 


The zephyrs of eternity 
Are bearing the refrain 

Of love’s lost chord and monody— 
A melancholy strain. 


And yet I would not have it cease— 
This melody of pain, 

That brings to me a holy peace— 
A priceless boon and gain. 


My heart lies ’gainst the pearl-set door, 
Pressed close that it may hear 

Some echo from the dreamless shore 
Where love stands waiting near. 
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NIAGARA 


The river runs to the insatiate sea. 

A symbol of the life that pours through me. 
The rimming earth, like soul’s imprisonment. 
The hills and vales presaging temperament. 


The river’s youth, like mine, an idle thing. 
No wilder turbulence than brook or spring. 
No tutelage, but what adventure may 

With easy conscience find in sun-strewn way. 


A gathering force that surges on to fate. 
Each, shaping purpose that both dissipate. 
Too shallow, yet, for wisdom’s ripened use. 
Wayward in aim, uncertain what to choose. 


Then rushing on with that unmeasured waste 
Of frenzied life, and ardor’s teeming haste. 

On to the brink of fate’s set precipice, 

That argues life and stream were meant for this. 


Niagara and Life! What mad intent 

Drives each to hazard, and then to lament! 

Roaring, seething, caring not if lost; 

Reckless of power, counting not the cost! 
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NIAGARA 


Over the brink with one wild, frenzied leap, 
Chancing excitement, and experience deep. 
Impulsive youth with fate to mar or make, 
Both of adventure, eagerly partake. 


One mad rush on in childlike ignorance 
To rapids of event and circumstance; 

To whirling pools, and depths of tragedy; 
To troubled waters, and to misery. 


And then to find aside from passion’s power, 
Some hidden force, and currents that devour. 
And, feeling these, pause in the midst of life 
To seek the peace that follows mad’ning strife. 


Then middle life, and stream of calm event. 
Fury subsided, and youth’s yearning spent. 
Mellowed, subdued, forgotten the wild past, 
River and life with goal attained at last. 


Oh, placid stream! so wise and solemn now, 
Whereon the heavy-laden ships may plough! 
Life too, takes on eternal purpose keen, 
Contented with the cares that fill the scene! 


Where runs the stream through weary ways of life 
A branch shall grow beside its turbid strife, 
And bear a nest that clings in peace above, 
With mating birds that warble songs of love. 
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NIAGARA 


To the accompanying waters minstrelsy, 
Niagara -exults triumphantly, 

That love and life have found a resting-place. 
Beside the tumult of the river’s pace! 
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YOU BEAUTIFUL GIRL OF THE 
STREET 


You beautiful girl of the street! 
With paramours a-plenty. 

With radiant hair, and lips so sweet. 
And summers barely twenty! 


We met, and though we did not speak 
The language of the gutter, 

I read the words in eyes and cheek, 
That stammer not, nor mutter. 


You trade in love as if ’twere stuff, 
That glittered into money; 

And count it happiness enough 
To gather bloom for honey. 


You sip no sweets, yet think you do, 
And turn death into pleasure, 

And leave no hope where promise grew, 
And forfeit virtue’s treasure. 


Your flirting eyes, your teeth of pearl, 
Youth’s calyx and love’s flower, 
They stamp you all, bewitching girl, 
And prove your beauty’s power. 
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YOU BEAUTIFUL GIRL OF THE STREET 


What drove you to the street? Was it 
Some shattered idol, who 

Betrayed you with his purse and wit, 
And then discarded you? 


Or was it that you did not know 
Love’s voice that did entreat? 
Or, did desire merely grow, 
And then suggest the street? 


And would you love, and could you love, 
If, seeking you, there came 

An upright youth, who meant to prove 
You lost naught through your shame? 


Or, has desire seared your heart? 
Does life hold nothing dear? 

Is passion, now, the only art 
That draws a lover near? 


Your pretty face belies the speech 
Your lips frame in reply. 

Your faith still holds within its reach 
The promise of the sky! 


Within your barren heart there lies 
The cherished hope, that when 
The evil thing within you dies, 

Your love will live again! 
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YOU BEAUTIFUL GIRL OF THE STREET 


Do different standards measure sex, 
And brand a woman lost, 

And leave her past a thing to vex, 
While men know naught of cost? 


Why should the one receiving, lose 
More than the one who gives? | 

Do women who fair youth seduce 
Turn moral fugitives? 


Oh, Magdalene who walks the street, 
In pity walk no more. 

The trophies that your eyes would greet, 
Let some pure heart adore! 


With convoy of sweet prayer, some boy 
To manhood’s ways was brought. 

Why wreck a mother’s sacred joy, 
That in her soul was wrought? 


Oh, Magdalene whom Christ forgave 
And spared in silence, just, 

Breathe one soft prayer that He may save 
The flowers culled by lust! 
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YOU BEAUTIFUL BOY OF THE 
STREET 


You beautiful boy of the street— 
The product of the city, 

With dapper air, and figure neat, 
And conversation witty! 


Your beauty is lust’s talisman. 
Its vigor stirs desire. 

Your charms would any courtesan 
Allure and fill with fire! 


Who did instruct your carnal way? 
Your dainty manners groom? 

What impulse made you strip and flay 
From every bud its bloom? 


Who filled your eyes with beauty’s grace, 
_ And left your heart devoid 

Of manhood’s dream, and gorged its place 
With filthiness that cloyed? 


What vampire gave its soul to you, 
And made you less than beast, 

And left you with no higher view 
Than making flesh a feast? 

325 : 


YOU BEAUTIFUL BOY OF THE STREET 


What putrid poison entered in 
Your soul that lives in hell? 

What breast gave you its milk of sin 
And turned you prodigal? 


You man of town, and street renown! 
What tolerance permits 

Your soul to quarry up and down 
The lanes where virtue flits? 


Your hands are white. Alas! too white 
For toil’s respected glance. 

You buy with gold the solemn right 
To kill what would enhance! 


You demon of some nether world! 
What woman cherished you? 

Or was your soul by whoredom hurled 
Beyond love’s decent view? 


The saddest thing your life reflects 
Is that dishonor, which 

Is borne by those the world respects— 
The mothers who enrich! 


You, pretty boy who roams the street, 
The law does not annoy, 
But punishes with justice meet, 
The woman you destroy! 
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YOU BEAUTIFUL BOY OF THE STREET 


If social laws were but more fair, 
For you, I too, might plead, 

And help to answer someone’s prayer 
Petitioned in your need. 


But you have charmed the world, and will 
Meet favor, and not scorn, 

While she, whose honor you would kill, 
Of all respect is shorn. 


Oh, beautiful boy of the street! 
The tears fall most for you, 
But for the girl, no less discreet, 

Avenging hates pursue! 


Shame! Shame! eternal shame 
On him who would destroy 
The sanctity of virtue’s name— 

A woman’s crowning joy! 
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EXPRESSION 


I saw a house palatial in its style, 

Possessed of every art and grace worth while. 

And they who kept the house showed royal blood, 

And all their hopes revolved ’round babyhood. 

And I inquired of these parents, kind, 

Whose regal names, I learned, were Soul and Mind, 

The reason for their worship of this child 

That every living moment had beguiled. 

And then with love I shall not soon forget— 

For any princely child fit coronet— 

They whispered softly his delicious name— 

Expression—and the scene grew bright with flame, 

Such as my vision never saw before. 

Then Language, my own child, smiled through the 
door. 
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LOVE 


Love, the hidden spring of life, and soul’s desire. 
Celestial gold, secreted, laid by fire 

In every heart, in every thing that lives, 

In every thought that human impulse gives. 
The coin of heaven, the treasure of the earth, 
The rarest gift, and joy of largest worth. 

The only grace that looks not on a fault, 

And seeks each humbler virtue to exalt. 

The only wealth that lessens not by use. 

The only thing with power to induce 

The will of man to give it fitting rank 

Above all else. The only force to thank 

For every good. The only charm, we find, 
That reaches God, and conquers human mind! 
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MURDER 


Trekking with ghastly, bloody feet she came, 

The most unshapely monster known to fame. 

Within her hand, the dagger reeking red. 

Her bloodshot eyes, delirious, having fed 

Upon the sickening sight of her own deed— 

That white, limp body that her hate and greed 

Would not let live, and could no more endure 

As someone’s love, and her lost paramour. 

The substance of her trade—soft, yielding flesh— 

Bartered for yellow gold—lust’s hellish mesh— 

A thing to rot, and breed corruption’s stench, 

While she, who did her murderous thirst thus 
quench, 

Hides from the world, yet nowhere can escape 

Remorse, wild-eyed, that ever takes new shape! 


WHITMAN 


I met him in the clouds, close by the throne of God. 

No spirit wings had he, but soul and heart of sod. 

His body, earthen mould. His poe leaves of 
grass. 

The cynosure, devout, of angels as ie pass. 

The humblest place of all, and yet exalted, too. 

The footstool of his God, and seraphs’ fondest view. 

He ripped eternity with Wisdom’s flaming sword, 

And gave to human tongue, unheard elysian word. 

A comradeship he kept with God the Infinite. 

His friendly soul, at last, found one with kinship 
knit, 

The very womb of heaven he seemed to nestle in. 

To silence gave he speech, as Life shows light 
within. 

The radiance that he shed, was as a new-found star. 

His voice in song I heard, that burst God’s heart 
ajar. 
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MADONNA 


The little hand that touches me, 
Is dearer than eternity. 

It reaches for my willing breast, 
In eager, and persistent quest. 

I kiss the dimpled hand in joy, 
And bare my sweets to baby boy. 
In made delight his nestling head 
Lies ’gainst my heart where angels tread. 
I breathe a prayer upon the face, 
Rose-tinted, with a cherub’s grace. 
I look into those sinless eyes, 

And read the promise of the skies. 
I thrill to feel God trusted me 
With motherhood’s sweet mystery. 
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LOVE, LOVE, LOVE 


Love, love, love, 
And the beating of my heart! 
Will the throbbing end in death, 
And will love, as well, depart? 


I would not lose one note 
From out the tender strain. 

Nor miss one heart-beat through a sigh, 
Nor yet have lived in vain. 


Alas, for those who love! 
Alas, for those who mourn! 

For every heart-throb, every thrill, 
Red drops of blood adorn! 


Love, love, love! 
The notes fall fast as rain. 

The song, and heart-throbs, where are these, 
And the crimson beads of pain? 


Gone into night and gloom, 
Shining as deathless stars, 
But, oh, for the light of morn, 
And the day that love unbars! 
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WILDE 


King of Language, and victim of his lust, 

With skill and genius dealing poniard’s thrust. 

The favored child of the enchanting muse 

Whose graces, wantonly, he did misuse. 

His own worst enemy, and petted friend 

Of all the vices that in ruin end. 

The one lost star from out the Pleiad group 

That desolation frightened. Then the droop 

Of his great powers ’neath the flaying wrath 

Of all that once adorned his princely path. 

Into oblivion, until chastening time 

Again shall call him with melodious chime, 

And hear his song, no longer tuned in sin, 

But wrapped in flame, redeemed, and cleansed 
within. 
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POE 


Remorse! Remorse!—foul bird with omen, grim! 
The raven of his soul, and midnight gloom for him! 
His lost Lenore, and youth forever gone. 

His wondrous talents marred; life’s work undone. 
The wasted strength of gods, and the reproach 
Of haunting memories whose feet encroach 

Upon the shreds of time in his sad way, 

Turning to night, the promise of his day. 
Romantic, ever, and a lover loved. 

The melancholy poet best beloved. 

Singer of songs whose cadence does not jar, 

Too early set his roving, brilliant star. 

But with his death his fame refused to die 

His glory lingers in a poet’s sky. 
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"TWAS THUS-AND-SO 


’T was thus-and-so, 
And so-and-so, 
And thus-and-so it was. 
And they who know, 
Or think they know 
Keep up a constant buzz. 


"T'was ever so 
That they who know, 


Or think they know, assume 


It to be so 
To have you know 
That you, alone, presume. 


Tis thus-and-so, 
And so-and-so, 
And thus-and-so it is. 
But they who know 
So scarcely grow 
That no one notices! 


Tis thus-and-so, 
And so-and-so, 
And thus-and-so ’twill be 
Till you and I 
Shall come to die 
Then, maybe, we’ll agree! 
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LOTUS-FLOWERS 
PART 1 


I tread the isles blest by the gods of yore, 
And all their loves and paramours adore. 
I care not whether out of foam of sea 
Sweet Venus came, or womb of Dione. 

I only know her beauty throws its spell 
About me where entrancing fancies dwell. 


That Eros grew in stature does not mar 

The innocence that in his arrows are. 

He still can hurl of different workmanship 
The darts that woo, or those of bachelorship— 
The tips of gold, sharp-pointed to impress, 
The leaden-blunted that all love repress. 


In sweet revenge for slighting words he heard 

Apollo utter ’gainst his shafts absurd, 

Cupid betook him to Parnassus’ rock, 

And from his quiver sent with quickening shock 

A golden arrow to Apollo’s breast, 

While one of lead in Daphne’s heart found rest. 

Forthwith the god with love for her was seized 

Whose heart henceforth of passion’s lure was eased. 
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LOTUS-FLOWERS 


When blushing Daphne begged to be allowed 
Unmarried bliss as had Diana, proud, 

Apollo yearned for her whose streaming hair 

In charmed disorder did his heart ensnare. 

Her starlit eyes, and flower-petaled lips, 

Her naked shoulders that her garment skips, 

Her hands and arms of tempting, sculptured grace 
Suggested other charms for eyes to trace. 


On wings of love he followed her in flight, 

But all the more did Daphne’s heart affright. 

Then to Peneus sent she fainting prayer 

That he her untouched virtue still might spare. 

Apollo’s breath, too hot and eager now, 

Turns woodland-nymph to tree and swaying 
bough. 

Her sighing bosom drapes itself in bark. 

Her modest arms the rigid branches mark. 

Entrancing hair is changed to whispering leaves. 

Apollo; vanquished, yet no further grieves. 

For Daphne still eternal youth may share 

With him who loved the maid beyond compare. 

The pleasing laurel that she wears as gown 

Becomes, for valor, victor’s radiant crown, 

And trembling tree forever testifies 

To breaking dawn that woodland nymph espies. 
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LOTUS-FLOWERS 
PART 2 


No sweeter memory of faithful friend 

Than Cycnus for Phaeton does transcend. 
Phaeton, too ambitious youth of fate, 

His god-traced lineage oft would debate. 
And to his mother brought he doubt’s reproach— 
Unending subject that he loved to broach— 
Tormenting Clymene for proof divine 

Of parentage from chaste Olympic line. 
And, pleading with such importunity, 

She to Apollo turned his inquiry, 

““Go seek of him to know if he will own 
You as his son from his celestial throne.”’ 


To farthest Ind he journeyed with delight, 
And there beheld the morn’s unrivalled sight. 
The Palace of the Sun in splendor lay 

Before his vision with its wealth’s display. 
Its golden columns, bursts of flaming light, 
And still more dazzling jewels held his sight. 
The portals, wide, of polished silver swung, 
And over all the ivoried ceiling hung. 


The steep ascent he climbed with blinded eyes 
To learn if he be god or otherwise. 
The vexing question to be put to rest, 
And terminate the ridicule and jest. 
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LOTUS-FLOWERS 


In purple vesture on bejeweled throne, 

Amid the glitter, Phoebus reigned alone. 

The courtly train, attendant on the king, 

Stood, silently, enhancing everything. 

The Seasons that adorned, the Day and Year, 

E’en to the very Hours did appear; 

Spring, flower-wreathed, and Summer’s spreading 
gown, 

Autumn’s purple feet, and Winter’s hoary crown, 

These held his gaze, this youth of daring mind, 

With dazzling splendor till his eyes grew blind. 


With eagerness he asks to know the truth. 
Apollo, yielding to impetuous youth, 

Admits to him his ancestry divine— 

His own true son from ancient godly line. 
Confession made, the youth still pleads for proof 
Of him who from his son held not aloof. 

Apollo, vanquished by his son’s request, 
Impulsively succumbs to any test. 

‘Ask what thou wilt, the gift shall sure be thine. ”’ 
‘To drive the car one day, let this be mine.” 


In vain Apollo showed the dangers great. 

With anxious heart he pleaded to abate 

The proud boy’s doubts. But still about his neck 

The arms of Phaeton clung. Nor fear of wreck, 

Nor any fate still worse that might befall 

Could daunt the youth, nor his strong will appall. 
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LOTUS-FLOWERS 


Then, to the lofty chariot built of gold, 

Father and son repair for journey bold. 

The gift of Vulcan was a dazzling show 

With silver spokes in wheels of golden glow. 
The chrysolites and diamonds ranged around, 
With radiant glory smote the scene profound. 
Aurora, goddess of the purple Dawn, 

Threw wide the gates, the stars of night withdrawn, 
Revealing to the wondering, boyish gaze 

A path of glittering light with rose-strewn ways. 
The horses, harnessed by the waiting Hours, 
Ambrosia-fed, trod on the brilliant flowers. 


Then lightly springing to the willing task 

The lad assumed the reins, nor deigned to ask 

One brief delay for ride so hazardous, 

But rushing headlong, started valorous. 

Alas, for youth’s intrepid urgency! 

Strange horrors greet the eyes that scarce can see. 

What havoc by one misdirected turn! 

Thereins have fallen. All things blaze and burn! 

The furnace heat, and blinding ashes sweep 

Where chariot makes its final, fatal leap! 

Till Jupiter, who hears Earth’s wail and prayer 

Smote charioteer with lightning’s stroke. Then 
hair 

Aflame, and shooting like a wounded star 

Far from the course and road so regular 
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LOTUS-FLOWERS 


Phaeton falls into the cooling stream, 
And ends, forever, youth’s ambitious dream! 


Now where the river holds Phaeton dear, 

A pensive swan is ever floating near. 

The gods in anger Cycnus, faithful, smote, 
Because he lingered by the stream remote, 

To gaze within its silver depths to see 

The friend he mourned for with such constancy. 
In vain, invain! His friend shall come no more, 
Nor grant a message from the Stygian shore! 
And Cycnus turned to pensive swan must keep 
His vigil o’er the crystal grave, and weep! 


PART 3 


Sweet Echo, nymph of woodland haunts and 
streams, 

Whose wondrous beauty lures with brilliant 
gleams, 

Her radiant charms and speech of dulcet grace, 

E’en cold Diana welcomes in the chase. 

Though like her sex, the last word Echo claimed, 

For utterance, soft, the nymph was ever famed. 

Her courteous tongue could soothe proud Juno’s 
lord— 

This nymph whose converse loved the final word. 


For, when the goddess would her spouse dismay~ 
By searching for him ’midst the nymphs one day, 
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LOTUS-FLOWERS 


Echo beguiled stern Juno with her speech 

Till all the nymphs were safely out of reach. 
With hate unbounded, Juno cursed the sprite, 
And on her tongue she placed the mad’ning blight 
Of speech forbidden, thus to mortify 

The nymph who henceforth, only, could reply 
When first addressed, and then with echo faint, 
And never more hold converse smooth and quaint. 


“The last word shalt thou have,”’ the goddess said. 

‘No more the first. Henceforth with utterance 
dead 

Shalt thou be tortured, having cheated me, 

And phantom echoes be thy legacy.” 

But love still lived, though speech had been denied, 

And when Narcissus, Echo had espied 

She followed him with longing eyes and heart 

To catch the faintest word he might impart. 


One day the youth, whose beauty had ensnared 

The heart of her whose speech had been impaired, 

Was lost from his companions in the chase, 

And called aloud ‘‘Who’s here?” and all the place 

With Echo’s answer ‘‘ Here” was heard to sound. 

Observing no one where the rocks abound 

He spake again, ‘“‘Come.” Echo answered, 
“Come.” 

But when she would, this youth most humoursome 
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Spurned her, and all the love she blushing brought, 
And left her hiding in the woods, distraught. 

In caves and cliffs forevermore she dwelt 

With fading form and anguish grief had dealt. 
Till all her bones were changed to fleshless rocks, 
Her sole possession but a voice that mocks. 


Narcissus, cold, not only Echo spurned, 
But others, too, that for his love had yearned. 
Till one day, when he had denied a maid, 
She to avenging gods in anger prayed 

That he might know an unrequited love, 
And feel the wrath of gods in heaven above. 


Then to a spot of most delicious shade 
Narcissus wandered where a fountain played 
Its silver waters with a tuneful note 

Into a crystal pool where only shadows float. 
Stooping, he saw his beauteous image fair 
Reflected like a water-spirit there, 

That seemed to lurk within the waters cool, 
Enchanting him who gazed into the pool. 

His brilliant eyes, his curly locks, his lips, 

His ivory neck, were imaged ere he sips. 

When lo, the vision that he fain would kiss, 
And with his arms embrace with rapturous bliss, 
Eludes his eager grasp and flees, dismayed 

At every touch the passionate youth displayed. 
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LOTUS-FLOWERS 


Into the fickle pool with constant gaze 

The love-sick youth, with hungry eyes ablaze, 
Peers all-unsatisfied, till worn with grief, 

His mad’ning beauty, robbed as by some thief, 
Leaves him as nothing more than sighing shade 
That Echo answers as devoted maid. 


And when his spirit crossed the Stygian stream, 
It leaned far out the boat to catch a gleam 

Of that sweet vision that his heart beguiled 
When once his youthful beauty at him smiled. 
But shades of death and solemn, grating oar, 
Were all that welcomed him to Pluto’s shore. 
Then all the nymphs in sorrow mourned the youth 
Who died for love of self. Unhappy truth! 

And where his body lay, a flower grew 

Whose petaled heart held tears of crystal dew. 


PART 4 


The ease with which we love, then sadly learn 
Of better things for which we later yearn, 

Is, far, the most pathetic lesson wrung 

From all the moods in which our fates are hung. 
The fascination youth holds in our thought 

Is that creative force its dreams have wrought. 
The bursting bud no longer promise shows 

When its fulfilment reaches full-blown rose. 
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THE SEEKER’S PRAYER 


O Truth which art in life, 

Holy is thy name. 

Thy kingdom come. 

Thy will be done 

In us as it is in all life. 

Give us this day our daily portion. 
And forgive us our ignorance 

As we forgive the ignorance of others. 
Lead us not into error, 

But deliver us from the wrong. 

For thine is the only kingdom, 

And the only power, 

And the only glory 

That endures forever, and forever. Amen. 
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